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TO MY SISTER. 



Sister ! though thou dost say me Nay^ 
My heart must here have its own way. 
To whom shovM he inscribed, indeed, 
These breathings of my humble reed, 
Saving to thee f But for thy love — 
Precious to me all loves above — 
And cares, so long, so often shown, 
Such strains, perchance, had been unblown. 
All that a wife could be, or mother, 
Hast thou been to a wayward brother, 
Since we were left on earth alone — 
Our parents to the last sleep gone. 
And those who with us shared their blood 
Borne elsewhere on the living fiood* 
Alone yet dwell we ! But to me. 
All wants are counterpoised by thee. 
True friend, for ever by my side; 
Companion^ counsellor, and guide; 
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A solace in the griefs oflife^ 

And calmer of its moods of strife ; 

In all that yields me pleasure sharing, 

For all I care f or ^ warmly caring ; 

Ever a hope, a trusty a stay, 

Whatever troubles cross my way : — 

More hast thou been — more hast thou done — 

And recompense hast looked for none, 

Save that thy love ivith love should meet, 

And Home be still with Peace replete I 

What patron may have claims on me, 

Like these which appertain to thee f 

Then, though it pain thy modest eye, 

Sister, do not my boon deny; 

Forgive me, if I persevere 

My grateful breast to lighten here. 

Let me take joy, when comes my hour. 

To feel that, while unthin my power, 

My loveftH* thee I spoke aloud, 

And in thy love was glad and proud. 

Give me the pleasure of the thought, 

That, if this book containeth (yaght 

Fitted to live, thine own dear name 

Shall share what meed it wins of fame ; 

And that, as on this earthly ball 

We have so long been all in all 

To one another, still we may. 

When frailty seeks its kindred clay. 

Of an assodateship partake 

Which not the tomb itself can shake^ 
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And which hath its abiding-place 
In the remembrance of our race I 
If thus I joy to hopCf that here^ 
Even on this transitory sphere. 
We may not wholly party Of how. 
In thankfulness^ the heart should bow 
To Him who hath the prospect given 
Of endless fellowship in Heaven ! 
Loved Sister y to the pure and good, 
Fixed ever hath this promise stood. 
Should I in life such trust securCy 
Our long communioti must he sure : — 
Thou ever hast been Good and Pure f 



W' 



PREFATORY. 



10 ANCHE! All who are acquainted with the 
Italian language, however slightly, must know the 
literal meaning of these two words to be, "I also!" 
Their appearance thus prominently, on the title-page 
of the present volume, may be explained in a great 
measure at the option of individuals. Whoever 
so chooses, is at liberty to regard them as indicating, 
merely, that the author is conscious of having here 
made a doubtful venture, such as many before him 
have tried, and few, of late days, with the full measure 
of success desired. Others, again, if so disposed, may 
give to lo Anche the not less justifiable signification 
of " Even I," and hold it accordingly to be expressive 
simply of a proper humility. However, in addition 
to such more superficial expositions, yet another view 
of the Italian phrase may be taken, and taken by 
parties to whom it is neither new nor devoid of asso- 
ciations. They may call to mind, that the famous 
painter Correggio, whose temperament, like his pen- 
cil, was modest exceedingly, laboured long under 
harassing doubts as to his own powers, now working 
at his e^sel with enthusiasm and pride, and now turn- 
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ing from it with dismay and deipMdency; and thai 
the approbation of one whom h« weVL nigh idolised, 
Michael Angelo Buonarotti, had alone power in the^ 
end to dispel his vaciUating tremors, and to call up, 
from the depths of his heart, the delighted cry of lo 
anche tonpUtare (^ I also am a painter ") ! Bat it was 
from the very fulness of his admiration for the works 
of others, it is to be noted, that Correggio thus spoke. 
His self-appreciation, so moderate in its character, and 
so slowly attained, led him to decry no man — to com- 
pare himself with none. Enough it was for him to 
feel, that his own long toils had not been wholly mis- 
directed; and that in the days to come he might hope 
to be named, in however humble a place, among the 
followers of his beloved Art. As observed, this anec- 
dote may be remembered now by some parties; and 
they may feel inclined to ascribe to it the suggestion 
of the title of the present volume. If so, let them like- 
wise, in fairness, keep in mind the unpretending and 
unenvious spirit in which the words were originally 
employed, and generously assume a similar feeling to 
have here exercised a similar influence. Nor, if the 
Italian incident has been in view on this occasion, will 
it be just to hold, that it is desired to represent the two 
cases as intrinsically parallel or analogous. Spenser 
was the Correggio of our poetry; and presumptuous he 
would be, indeed, who should think of mating himself 
with the Laureate of Fairy-Land ! 

The secondary title of Poems, here adopted, has 
fallen into too common use now-a-days to excite any 
remarks; although it may justly be held to assert 
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directly what lo Anche, at most, only leaves to be im- 
plied. This cirenmstance has not now been forgotten, 
and has even led, indeed, to some hesitation in prefix- 
ing to the following compositions a designation whos^ 
proper meaning cannot be too highly estimated. All 
this may seem to savour of affectation; but the truth 
is, that there exists much inequality in the contents of 
the present volume; and of this the author is so deeply 
conscious, that, though perhaps endowed with a fair 
share of egotism, he cannot but regard the collection, 
on the whole, with more of pain than either pride or 
pleasure. He has used the pen almost incessantly dur- 
ing a literary life of some considerable duration; and 
when he asks himself if this work be indeed all, or the 
best, which he can now offer to the world, to bear evi- 
dence to the labours of the past, or justify a claim to 
respect in the future, sentiments of regret are awak- 
ened in his mind in real earnest. Undoubtedly, a 
vast deal more than appears here has been written, 
and, in one or another place, published; but the great 
mass, being produced for temporary purposes, neither 
deserves nor could bear re-issue. On all those por- 
tions which do advance any feasible claims to be so 
honoured, the author has sat in personal and un- 
controlled judgment, and finds himself constrained to 
admit, that almost every effort in verse — the species of 
composition here concerned — ^which is of value even 
in his own partial eyes, is compressible, and comprised, 
within the limits of this small publication. Such sweep- 
ing exclusions as have been deemed necessary, however, 
could not be made without exciting some melancholy 
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PRSFATOBT. ix 



from comparatiye barbarism, sent forth a Shakspere, 
what miracles of a kindred class ought not England, 
in the enlightened nineteenth century, to originate 
hourly? Nay, how comes it (continue the same rea- 
spners) that even the generation of our own imme- 
diate sires should haye emitted a most glorious galaxy 
of poetical constellations, while we, their successors, 
who have gone incalculably beyond them in so many 
other walks and ways, cannot boast of one single 
name in poetry, properly and distinctly our own, 
which deserves to be ranked with even the less ex- 
alted of theirs? To the former and general question 
answers have often been proffered, and the matter 
need not be re-argued here. To the latter interroga- 
tory, however, which is the most interesting, as bear- 
ing specially on our own days, it is germane to the 
purpose on hand to give some attention. The point is 
one in which many are concerned. 

The days which beheld the dawning efforts of Words- 
worth, Eogers, Crabbe, Moore, Campbell, Scott, Cole- 
ridge, Southey, and other poetical lights of the last 
generation, though so little removed from our own, 
differed from these in several very important fea- 
tures. One distinction stands prominent above all 
others. Periodical Litebatube can scarcely be said 
to have had an existence in the earlier epoch. It 
is a creation of the nineteenth century, to all intents 
and purposes, and in aU its principal existing phases, 
from Quarterly Keviews to Weekly Penny Magazines. 
Newspapers may even justly be accounted the growth 
of the same recent era, the few previously published 
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for his inspirations. And well was it, indeed, to all 
appearance, for himself and his young contemporaries, 
that matters then stood thus, since they were not 
tempted to fiitter away their minds upon " Poet's-cor- 
ner" triflings, but felt impelled to high and sustained 
efforts, resulting in works deserving of being lai4 be- 
fore their country isolatedly, and destined to immor- 
tality. Let it not be imagined, however, from these 
remarks, that the intrinsic genius of such men as 
Wordsworth, Crabbe, and Campbell, is here lost sight 
of or undervalued. Their intellects were of too high 
an order to be either the creations or the puppets of 
mere circumstances; nor is it even insinuated, that 
the current generation can boast of their equals, 
either known or obscure, in embryo or full-blown. 
All now advanced is, that the position of literature in 
their times was more favourable, than at present, 
to the devotion of talent to great single undertakings. 
They were assuredly not beset by the same seductive 
facilities for expending their powers on petty objects 
-—facilities all the more fascinating, as comprising the 
pleasures of immediate publicity, and perhaps even 
of repute for a day, if not also of some direct remune- 
ration. These influences of full-grown Periodicalism 
extend now to all who can read and write. But it en- 
tices most especially within its vortex those who ex- 
hibit an unusually fair share of early literary promise, 
involves them in its multitudinous and multifarious 
occupations, and, in short, divides and subdivides the 
operations of talent, until all prominent identity is 
destroyed, both in works and workers. To the crrowth 
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Vi; imU iv kvve 3mid betwixt Ike fwvKat wmX «H 

fttWMirfu^ 4»l fkiT fiecd «ck iOiBtntioQ. FhrfMor 
WibM «mI Leigli Hiiiit» ^ example. Biigkt be 
yim44»l l4» M forniilimg instanees of able men led 
mkAiS' by Fcrk^dkiikm from sii^e tasks iKwtbj of 
ib«ir ^(jmtrfh Oor naliaiia] Etentare tbus and time 
kwi dm ytfenm that shonld haire fblfilled tiie jwag 
pnmilum *A ibe Ule of Palms and BiminL It is true 
ibai ihatm parties hare since laboored neitbo' unbo- 
tiifwrtA\y nut tiselesslj; bat tbeir cases sbow not tbe 
htm cleatij tiie infloence of Periodicalism in caunng 
i\m mtnUim dearth of Oreat Poems, which is tiie same 
ihhn^f praeiiea]] J, with a dearth of Great Poets. And 
if ifien #;f mich singukrlj rich and brilliant intellects 
(Ut wkmri Hoods and Hooks without number might be 
mh]w\) could be thus affected in their literary devt^op- 
fitcntff, and dq)rived of the power or desire of self-con- 
cctitraiion, liow much more strongly must less vigo- 
roiiM ininrlH have been impressed by the like distracting 
cfiiiNcsl Moreover, as periodical writing has become 
inoro and more general, its character has by no means 
j(rown nioro elevated. While one or two leading Be- 
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views, Quarterlies and Monthlies, alone existed, they 
called for no insignificant individual efforts of mind 
on the part of their chief conductors and supporters; 
and these parties almost took rank with the authors 
of single works of importance. When collected, their 
writings had an interest independently. But within 
the last twenty years, periodical literature has become 
extensively hebdomadal, and even diurnal; and,, as a 
necessary consequence, the essays of those sustaining 
it in this shape have decreased in proportionate value, 
at once from the larger aqaount of work demanded, 
and from the shorter time allowed for its execution. 
Such essays may serve the hour fiairly, but can seldom 
be of high worth ultroneously. Still, the million call 
for such reading, and men of good abilities (if not 
of the stamp of the older periodicalists) are ready, as 
usual, to answer the demand with supply. Nor let 
it be imagined, that a literature of this description is 
here thought of meanly. It forms the very best pos- 
sible evidence, on the contrary, of the advancing civi- 
lisation of recent days; and much valuable matter is 
through it put forth, to the lasting benefit of society. 
Its influence on the producers alone is referred to in 
the present observations. 

The extent axid variety of the labours, called for at 
the hands of those actively engaged on modem cheap 
periodicals, can scarcely be conceived by the unini- 
tiated public. If their eyes were opened on the sub- 
ject, they would certainly wonder less why it is that 
the literary talent of the current generation does not 
tend to display itself by striking isolated efforts. They 
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would also more readily understand wherefore parties 
in the situation of the present writer (and theyare num- 
berless) may well experience some unsatis&ctory feel- 
ings in looking back on the labours of the past. Though 
years spent in respectable periodical writing can by no 
means be termed mis-spent; yet such a career presents, 
in the retrospect, but a multitude of disconnected essays 
on all conoeiyable themes, and such as too often 
prove their hurried composition by crudenesses and 
imperfections. With very different feelings would the 
writer of such things (so he is at least apt to imagine) 
have viewed a single carefiil effort of his mind, had he 
been fortuned to devote thereto the same term of his 
life. Few will be able to comprehend such sentiments, 
unless they have a clear idea of the extent of the 
cause; and therefore it is, partly, that the author of 
this volume has Appendixed a summary view of 
some of his own labours, in the way of periodical 
writing, during a number of years. The list will 
form, besides, no improper apology for imperfections 
in the contents of this volume, since these consti- 
tute the fruits, in the main, of the mere leisure 
moments snatched from other occupations. The re- 
cord may also furnish a salutary lesson to the many 
among Uie young at this day, who, possessing some 
literary taste, imagine that the engagements o( com- 
mon life alone stand in the way of its successful de- 
velopment; and that to be enabled to pursue a life 
of professional writing, in any shape, would secure to 
them both fame and fortune, to the height of their 
desires. They here err sadly. No doubt, super- 
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eminent talents will^ sooner or later, make themselves 
felt under almost any circumstances; but the position 
described, assuredly, offers no peculiar advantages for 
the furtherance of that end. Ebenezer £lliott, leav- 
ing his forge at eve with a wearied body, could yet 
bring to his- favourite leisure-tasks a mind less jaded 
than that of the litterateur by profession. Even the 
days of Grub-Street, when the " skeleton in the 
house" of the poor author was perpetual poverty, 
lefb yet to the intellect superior feusilities, in some re- 
spects, for self-concentration. Professional writers, 
too, had even then a larger concern both in the fame, 
and profit of their own productions. The regular 
periodicalist of the modem class has no more stable 
interest in his compositions, usually, than has the 
counting-house clerk in the cash-books wl^ich he 
keeps. These productions may be stereotyped, and 
issued, and re-issued again and again; but he hath 
no portion in them. To publishers and conductors 
fall the lasting fruits. Let those among the young, 
who feel the ambition to seek fame and fortune in 
the walks of literature, think well of these things, 
and, above all, ponder seriously, ere they quit with 
such views any fixed occupation of another kind. 

Since literature assumed its present peculiar forms 
to suit the wants of the age, and became in truth 
a regular and extensive profession, the parties fol- 
lowing it have really been thrown into novel and 
precarious positions. Produce what they may, they 
can seldom attain to any individual repute in the 
majority of cases, though such repute to them, more 
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to have likewise borne away the repute. All that the 
public ever knows of such individuals, for the most 
part, is confined to a vague impression of their hav- 
ing contributed more or less to the pages of such and 
such periodicals; and the brief obitual notice of the 
newspapers, which commonly closes the scene, can, 
and does, communicate no more. Standing thus in 
the dark, the public cannot be charged with anything 
like blameable neglect in cases of the kind. Nor, in 
reality, is a fault properly charg^ble anywhere. It is 
the actual system of Periodicalism — as it has moulded 
itself to suit the demands of the time — ^that has 
caused these changes in the general position of litera- 
ture and literary men, to which attention has here 
been directed, and of which the effects are, in many 
points of view, not happy. 

Thes6 observations have been carried to a greater 
length than was intended. The object of the writer, 
at the outset, was, mainly, to point out the influence 
of modem Periodicalism, especially in its cheap forms, 
on the existing "literary mind" of our country, and 
to draw thence an explanation of the non-direction 
of youthful talent, in late days, to the production of 
single works of importance, and, above all, of Poems 
of the higher class. The explanation, which is only 
offered as a partial one, involves also so far an apo- 
logy for the many who wield the pen at the current 
time, and who are frequently stigmatised, somewhat 
unthinkingly, as a race wofuUy degenerate and inca- 
pable. The effects of the present Periodical system 
on the condition of literary men, as respects &me 
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and Cortane, luui also been iHxmglit ptrtiaDj midcr 
eonndermtiaiL It htm been desired serionsl j to re- 
mind the world, that the tribes of writers nho nA 
their brains continnallj to snpplj mental food to 
the eommunit J, and who often do so unseen, mi- 
known, and onhonovred, are not without claims on 
the public sjmpathy, and for the most part need 
such solace. Thej form literally a new order of la- 
bourers in the commonwealth, and their wdl4>dng 
has not yet been rightly looked into and assured. To 
all connected with letters these circumstances are 
well known; and this is the moment when they should 
be made known to, and considered by, tilie general 
community. Various living British authors of the 
higher class, to their honour, have made, and are 
making, strong efforts to improve the position of the 
inferior members of their fraternity. In London, 
Literary Guilds and Funds have been established, 
or are in progress; and there, above all, are they 
necessary at the present day, and, in the establish- 
ment of these, the nation ought to share liberalfy. 

It will be an error to suppose these remarks to 
be merely of an interested nature, though so far, be- 
yond doubt, they have been suggested by individual 
observation and experiences. That the author is 
among those cultivators of periodical literature who 
think that their time might have been so expended as 
to conduce more to their own repute and advan- 
tage, he does not deny; but, though no man should 
hold the solid produce of his labours to be below 
his consideration, it is to the employment of the 
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mind, chiefly, that this retrospective feeling points. 
The writer has been so situated hitherto in life, hap- 
pily, as to feel few of those practical evils which he has 
alluded to as apt to befall others in a position akin to his 
own in the literary world. Nor has he attained to that 
age when the past becomes irremediable. He has, in 
short, here put in, in the main, a plea for a class, 
and a large class; and he has begged for them gene- 
rous consideration from the world, alike in regard to 
character and condition. As far as the remarks in 
this Vrd&ce have a personal bearing, they may pos- 
sibly be held to exhibit a tincture of egotism; but, 
as before remarked, the man who is conscious of but 
moderate abilities may feel the most keenly when 
these have not been in all respects satisfactorily used. 
The charge of aspiring somewhat highly, however, 
may not be so readily disproved; and, possibly, such 
ambition may be misplaced. On this head, the reader 
must judge for himself. He has in this little book 
the materials for so doing. 
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TTOW grand the aim to think immortal thoughts, 

-■-■■ And stamp them durably upon the page, 

Which the unborn of many a coming age 

Shall con with eagerness, there leavmg blots 

(0 ! the great glory of these usage-spots !) 

To show that tears, perchance, have fallen above 

The record, or that, with admiring love. 

Men there have studied, winning antidotes 

For sublunary cares ! Blessed, indeed. 

The gifb to mitigate one thrill of pain; 

Divine the power to make the tear a smile; 

But with perennial wisdom, in their need, 

The race of man to raise and to sustain — 

That hope an age of labour might .beguile ! 
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^^hf^'^^^^^U* *r„J,« 



" The language of passion, and more peculiarly that of grief^ is ever 

nearly the same." 

AN Indian chief went forth to fight, 
-^ And bravely met the foe; 
His eye was keen, his step was light, 
His arm was unsurpassed in might, 
But on him fell the gloom of nighi-— 
An arrow laid him low. 
His widow sung, with simple tongue. 
When none could hear or see, 
A^y cheray me ! 

A Moorish maiden knelt beside 

Hey dying lover's bed; 
She bade him stay to bless his bride, 
She called him oft her lord, her pride. 
But mortals must their doom abide — 
The warrior's spirit fled. 
With simple tongue, the sad one sung. 
When none could hear or see, 
Ay^ di me ! 

An English matron mourned her son — 

The only son she bore; 
Afar from her his course was run. 
He perished as the fight was done. 
He perished when the fight was won, 
Upon a foreign shore. 
With simple tongue, the mother sung, 
When none could hear or see, 
A h, dear me I 

A gentle Highland maiden saw 
A brother's body borne. 
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From where, for country, king, and law. 
He went his gallant sword to draw; 
But, swept within destruction's maw, 
From her had he been torn. 
She sat and sung with simple tongue. 
When none could hear or see, 
Oh, hon a-ree ! 

An infant, in untimely hour, 

Died in a Lowland cot; 
The parents owned the hand of Power, 
That bids the storm be still, or lour; 
They grieved because the cup was sour. 
And yet they murmured not. 
They only sung, with simple tongue. 
When none could hear or se^ 
Ah, tvaes met 



T17"HY do I fancy in my noon of life, 
' ' Ere any furrows yet unsmooth my brow, 
That this fair globe no more of beauty now 
To me can show — ^that Time, so lately rife 
With joys that compensate all terrene strife. 
May not henceforth with these my path endow? 
Before such dark imaginings I bow, 
Yet most reluctantly. Firmly the knife. 
Touching the keen nerves of this mortal frame, 
Could I endure, and smile away the smart 
Of all defacing ills that come with years; 
But feelings are there, which we cannot name ! 
The wrinkles of my dajrs are on my heart — 
It is the eye oi thought that drops sad tears. 



1 



C|r fiiHisI S^ihu's f isrit 



-^^ Had dm'd tiie laikf tJicc 
Ifim 



A kmd gvdesBui, and tvm 



Bat tfaerVe a* ta'cn a 
ISai dae fii o' die 



8air trouble cam' our gate^ 

And made mev vliai it cam'. 
A bird without a mate, 

A eve without a lamb. 
Our ha J was jet to maw. 

And our com was to shear. 
When thej a* dwined awa* 

In the fsL o the year. 

I downa look a-field. 

For aye I trow I see 
The form that was a bield 

To my wee bairns and me; 
But wind, and weet, and snaw. 

They never mair can fear, 
Sin* they a' got the ca' 

In the fia' o* the year. 

Aft on the hill at e'ens 
I see him 'mang the ferns, 

The lover o' my teens, 
The faither o' my bairns; 

For there his plaid I saw 
As gloamin' aye drew near— 
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But my a's now awa' 
Sin' the fa* o' the year. 

Our bonnie rigs theirsel' 

Reca' my waes to mind^ 
Our puir dumb beasties tell 

O* a' that I hae tyned; 
For wha our wheat will saw, 

And wha our sheep will shear, 
Sin' my a' gaed awa', 

In the fa' o' the year? 

My hearth is growing cauld. 

And will be caulder still; 
And sair, sair in the fauld 

Will be the winter's chill; 
For peats were yet to ca', 

Our sheep they were to smear, 
When my a' passed awa' 

In the fa' o' the year, 

I ettle whiles to spin. 

But wee, wee patterin' feet 
Come rinnin' out and in. 

And then I just maim greet; 
I ken it's fancy a'. 

And faster rows the tear. 
That my a' dwined awa' 

In the fit' o' the year. 

Be kind, O Heaven abune ! 

To ane sae wae and lane. 
And tak' her hamewards sune, 

Inpityo'hermaen; 
Lang ere the March wiujds blawj 

May she, far far frae here, 
Meet them a' that's awa' 

Sin' the fa' o' the year. 



3 Sisit ta a iC^artliitaiil. 

OF late I visited the old churchyard, 
Where sleep my fiithers. By on open grave 
I atood when last upon this scene, and gave 
A dear one to the ndloiui earth in mird. 
Deeply it pained me then to see the eward 
Littered all round me with ancestral bones; 
And, but that fresher grief repressed the tones. 
The voice of outraged nature had been heard. 
When there once more, how chill I thought the place 
"Hew things of life, but speechless life, had found 
Their hirth, meanwhile, betwixt the dead and me. 
And formed as yet of these the only trace. 
Their epitaph was but the lowly mound— 
The long, green grass their sole biography! 



I LOVE the sacred, silent hours, 
That link the palms of ffight and Day, 
Wedding the coy reluctant powers 

In bands of silver grey. 
I love them, though too oft they shake 

Oblivion from its proper throne, 
And bid the restless soul awake, 

And the dear Sleep begone. 
The .Thoughts that centre in the brain, 

The Feelings lodged within the breast, 
Should then awhile at peace remain. 
Like fl ■ ■■ 
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Yet, by their very calm, these hoars 
Appear to me their calm to mar, 
Setting the tired corporeal powers 
With active mind at war. 

Quick Fancy then revives old schemes. 

That died as born, all unfulfilled; 
While Memory calls up dearer dreams 
Of things attained as willed. 

And Melancholy claims her share 

In that halfnsore, halfH9weet unrest; 
She mourns lost Mends, and yet can bear 
The loss that leaves them blest. 

Still this grey season hath for me 

A charm of deeper feelings bom; 
With bright peculiar thoughts I see 
The rising star of Mom ! 

Wayfaring friends were we of old, 

In summer's heat and winter's snow, 
Though Hesper paced the sky in gold, 
And I trod earth below. 

The draught of bliss that Morning sips 

Is vast as ocean in its pool; 
The cup ordained for mortal lips. 

Though small, may be as full. 

And of the joys for man designed, 

A bounteous store fell then on me; 
And, far as suiteth with our kind, 

I shared the day-dawn glee. 

And why was thus my bosom light? 

And wherefore were my spirits gay, 
As on I roam«d alone by night 
Upon a lonely way? 
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Love was the power that led me on — 
Love was the lamp that lit my path; 
Love made long miles seem light as none, 
By mount, and moor, and strath. 

! fair was she to whom I gave 

The first love of my fervent years — 
A love not springing from a grave — 
No growth of widowed tears ! 

1 she was fair ! Those dark bright eyes. 

The veined marble of that brow, 
That cheek of rarely blended dyes — 
Methinks I view them now. 

Still fondly doth Remembrance hold 

By those dear times which saw me rove 
By night across the lonesome wold 
To taste one hour of Love ! 

The closing eve beheld me go; 

The dawn saluted my return; — 
But why begin these tears to flow? 

Poor heart, why idly mourn? 

If she be happy, be thou glad. 

Nor vainly what is past deplore; 
And yet, how may I be but sad, 

Since I can love no more ! 

! rightly have the poets sung. 

That when Love's vernal bloom hath flown, 
No more, where once it freshly sprung, 
Can the fair flower be known ! 

The wayside plants of Friendship — Hat 
Of common Joy and common Pain — 
If bruised, soon re-assume their state. 
But Love blooms not again. 



It is not that my hair is grey, 

Nor that my blood is thin and cold; 
Few seasons, since young Passion's day, 
Above my head have rolled. 

Nor am I, if I know me well, 

Of that affected whining crew, 
Who rave of blights and blasts that fell 
On joys they never knew. 

The cup was full, brimful of bliss. 

Which it was mine erewhile to drain; 
I loved — ^was loved: the end is thit 
I cannot love again ! 



Wit 



"DETTER it may be for the weal of man 

■*^ That war should be transmuted to a trade, 

Where not on strenuous arm and trenchant 

blade 
Hangs victory, but on strategic plan. 
The cannon-car and ammunition-van, 
With all the arms that from a distance strike 
The valiant and the timorous alike, 
And ranks on ranks at once to death trepan. 
Yet strife was grander in the olden day. 
When chief and vassal, on the battle-plain. 
Owed to their own good swords their own renown. 
The chivalry of gore hath passed away: 
Once for the head the hand would laurels gain. 
But now the head both wins and wears the crown. 



10 
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€liJ /irst ImuUna 

TITHITE-tliroated herald of the coming May, 
' * It joys me much to see thee here again ! 
Once more shalt thou, sweet bird, at dawn of day, 
Chase my dull slumbers with thy cheerful strain; 
Thy parent-labours, at my window-pane, 
With placid morning thoughts my breast shall fill, 
And I shall quit my bed, 
Full-fraught in heart and head 
With soothing trust in God, and unto all good-will. 

Who can behold the nicest art and care, 

With which thou labourest thy little home. 
Nor think of Him, whose hand is written there — 
Even on thy tiny edifice of loam — 
As visibly as on the vast air-dome? 
Or who can mark the fond firm ties that bind 
Thy chosen mate and thee. 
In toils alike and glee. 
Nor yearn with deeper lovingness for all his kind) 

On thee, indeed, and all thy darkrwinged race 
Who cleave the air or skim the glassy pool. 
Conspicuous are the tokens of His grace. 
Who holds Infinity beneath His rule: 
When autumn winds our norland climate cool, 
Doth He not kindly lead you far away 
To some n&ore sunny land. 
Where skies are ever bland. 
And make your span of life one long bright sum- 
mer's day? 

So do we oftest deem, at least, of thee. 
Sweet page, that boldest up the Bkiris of spring ! 



N 
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Usher of flowers — ^foretype of songs to be. 
Albeit less perfectly thyself may sing! 
Yet doth a yeil hang o'er thy passaging ! 
Haply thou hi^st thee, as some do say, 
To lonely pool or brook, 
Or dark secluded nook, 
And there,like bedded stone, dost sleep the cold away. 

Dark as the polar secrets of the north. 

Have been thy ways, thou pilgrim of the sky. 
Since, bringing light and life, Time first stood forth, 
A finger-guide in bleak Eternity: 
Though questioned long by man's deep seai'ching 
eye. 
Thy course is full of doubt, when all is done, 
And still we can but guess. 
That when the chill winds press. 
Thou seek'st a home in climes that front the prone- 
rayed sun. 

Welcome, thou gentle haunter of the eaves ! 

Gladly I welcome thee, come whence thou may; 
Whether the spirit that evolves the leaves 
Hath called thee &om the deep to bask in day, 
Or thou from far-off lands hast winged thy way. 
I love thee, and with joy will watch anew 
The labours, to and fro, 
Which thou must undergo, 
Ere from their beauteous shells thy young step 
forth to view. 

Men wrong thee, my poor bird, when they compare 
A summer-fly of human kind to thee; 

Although thou comest when the skies are fisiir, 
And at the winter's touch dost straightway flee, 
No faithlessness in thy career we see; 
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Thy comings and thy goings both are sure; 
And with us might'st thou stay. 
If bound not to obey 

The laws that through all time unbroken must en- 
dure. 

More justly wert thou likened to the young. 

Who immaturely quit us in their noon, 
And most of all to those whose lips have sung 
The brief preludings of a pleasant tune, 
But have grown dumb and bloomless all too soon ! 
These are thy prototypes; but as we bend 
With meekness to the blow, 
That lays such dear ones low. 
Be we content with what we have of thee, sweet 
{liend! 



TTOW many of my years have passed away, 

-^ And yet how little has been done for fame? 

Oh ! shall this burning wish to leave a name. 

That may re-echo to a distant day, 

Know nor in life fulfilment nor decay, 

But still consume my bosom — ^now a flame 

Fuelled with noble hopes, and now a tame. 

Dull gloss, that wastes, not lights, this frame of clay? 

Is it, then, fruitlessly that thus I yearn? 

May Heaven have planted in the numan soul 

This deathless thirst for an immortal urn. 

And yet made unattainable the goal ! 

From thought to thought, from view to view, I 

turn, 
And meanwhile pauselessly the seasons roll. 
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WHEEE dost thou linger all this pleasant time, 
Sweet bird, that wontest to forerun the May? 
Above what scented grove of southern clime 
Fursuest thou on earnest wing thy prey, 
Feasting and sporting through the livelong day? 
Or over what supremely favoured pool 
Dost thou now nimbly fly, 
Sending, in passing by, 
One arrowy streak of night along the waters cool? 

When infant day from off the glossy leaves 

Sips nursing dew to nerve its manly noon, 
I cannot hear thy twitter in the eaves. 

Though longing, sleepless, for the tuneful boon; 
Nor have I yet beheld thee, late or soon. 
Darting with levin speed athwart my view. 
Eager in quest of food, 
Or, for thy annual brood. 
Toiling to prop some ancient home, or build a new. 

Haply thou dalliest, my gentle bird. 

Betwixt our chill climes and the southlands warm. 
Loath to advance, because thine ear hath heard 
The snorting of the war-horse of the storm ? 
Shall wintry blasts our summer fields deform ? 
And hath, indeed, thy keen instinctive sense 
Forewarned thee to remain 
Where mild airs daily reign. 
And night, with all her damps, can do thee no of- 
fence? 

Yet come, an<f fear not, cleaver of the skies ! 
Things frail as thou are here, and know no blight. 



\^-rr 45 rnc'tt .^tw a**^ :te Art 
*>t^tti. ere ;tv *«crttK 




or 







A bu»T wvvrlvL KtnuJLxnc *»* iai air: 
Altai ftot A tfov^HT i:i ^^knitHL Mi «- £n»»». 
Xor bi\>«<«^'ci ic wee W«^ft^ 

With Toices eioqueni <rf lite. And >.*▼. iwi K>re, 

Come, then, m v bmL and drausi Bot c€ miscliuice, 
Since thus all natine is astir with life ! 
rj^f ' ^^^ ^^^ season gives not to mv glance 
The sweets with which thv presence made it 
rife; 

And when autumnal gales b^in their starife — 



^ 
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Long ere the winter furs the earth with snow — 

Far hence maj'st thou be gone^ 

To cHmes by us unknown, 
Where spring smiles all the year, and cold blasts 

never blow. 

Come, counsellor ! for such wert thou to me. 

Come ! and once more let my first waking thoughts 
Brood sweetly on thy home, thy young, and thee; 
And, while my ear imbibes thy modest notes. 
Thou shalt the lesson teach me, which promotes 
The heart's best loves; and, seeing all the care 
God hath of thee and thine, 
Up to the throne divine 
My soul shall mount, and find hope, peace, and com- 
fort there. 



^Htttllt, 



OV LOTHKR THBOWIKO HIS INK-STAND AT A SBKinXG APPABITION OF SATAN, 

THK MARKS OF WBICH MISSXLK ABB SSOWH ON TBB W^UJS 

OF THB BOOM HB OCCDFIBD. 

WHEN the Reformer of the Church of God— 
' '^ Eapt by deep musings in his lonely cell 
Beyond the lunits of the visible — 
Descried the foe of man in his abode. 
Or what permittedly such semblance showed. 
He raised his arm against the thing of Hell, 
And launched thereat his ink-cup; where it fell, 
The stains, efiaceless, down the wainscot flowed. 
How high and noble here the allegory ! 
Doth it not say, with voice potential. 
That Superstition to the conquering Pen 
Shall strike the blood-red banner of her glory, 
And all the thrones of Tartarus shall fall 
Before the scrolls of might it gives to men? 
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Earth at this hour, methinks^ holds up her brow 
For dewy baptism at the font of dawn; 
And every hill, and vale, and slope, and lawn, 
With all their brood of green inhabitants. 
And all the plumed race 
That there the while have place. 
Taste the fresh benison the heavenly morning grants. 

I mourn thy absence from such scenes as these. 

And all the summer-happiness to be; 
Thou wert a link that bound my sympathies 
With the whole world of airy things like thee; 
On my awakening ear thy note of glee 
Came ever sounding sweetly from the eaves; 
And, ere I looked abroad, 
I knew that the good God 
Had sent fiill joys to all the dwellers in the leaves. 

Thou winged cricket of the outer earth. 

That foUowest the warmth where'er it goes, 
And, like our in-door cheerer of the hearth, 
By chirpings dost thy presence still disclose. 
Where art thou? Not the wisest of us knows. 
Upon thy ancient periodic ways 
A mystery ever lies — 
And deeper the surpHse, 
When thou dost shun, as now, our fond expectant gaze. 

Oh ! had I wings, dovelike, to flee away. 

And seek thee in thy chosen place of rest. 
In the warm south, or nigh the springs of day. 
Or by the green savannahs of the west ! 
Where'er thou dost suspend thy luted nest, 
By lady's lattice, or from cottage wall, 
There would I gladly be, 
Thy works awhile to see. 
And all my old enjoyments once again recall. 
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I loyed thee, little one ! and took delight 

By day to note thy victories o'er the air; 
WhUe graver joy I felt to muse by night 
How both lay cradled on one Being's care-j 
A high and holy bond entwined us there ! 
Hath it been rent? Strong is it as before. 
Then, since we are apart, 
Let this console my heart, 
That thou art the Divine One's charge for ev€ 
more ! 



€lri /itHt #II1[ lllit 

'pHEBE is an epoch in the life of man, 
-*- Compelling thought, if power he has to thin 
It is not in the palsied hours which brink 
Eternity, that he is forced to scan 
His bypast ways. As one light tinge of gold 
On grain foretells the reaping-time to be. 
So doth the first grey hair which we may see 
The coming doom to all of us unfold. 
That sign announces that a npvel thread' 
Hath been inwoven with the web of life; 
And that yet more and more, while we have breal 
Shall streak the fabric. Then with doubtings dre« 
And awful questionings, the mind grows rue. 
*' Who casts that shuttle 1 " Heart and soul cry, 
"Death!" 
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THE merry month thou loyest comes once more, 
O gentle darkener of our window-panes ! 
And the same earnest longing as before, 
To see and hear thee, in my bosom reigns. 
Come, then, as May her summer throne regains ! 
Pass thou before us like a lightning flash, 
Though not of flaming hue, 
But soft in course to view 
As oriental maiden's long and dark eyelash. 

Thrice, dearest swallow, hath my feeble tongue. 
Moved by deep musings on thy mystic ways. 
Of these and thee in measured numbers sung, 
For that I loved thee in the bygone days; 
Though better hymned by far wert thou in Jays 
Chanted of yore by the Athenian youth. 
When they, from door to door, 
Wander'd their cities o'er. 
And in thy name awaken'd charity's sweet ruth. 

Lauded wert thou in anthologic verse. 

And many a tender elegiac line. 
Such as our poets fondly would rehearse. 
Could they attain the reach of art divine. 
But vainly would they on those strains refine. 
Which have come down to us through age on age, 
Mellow'd thereby, like airs 
Which the mild night-breeze bears 
Over some far-spread lake where tempests never rage. 

But loved more fondly wert thou not of old 
Than now by me, O ! builder in the eaves. 

Who clingest unto man with constant hold, 
Unlike the common perchers in the leaves; 
And for my love that ever to thee cleaves. 
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And in my sight at mom and eve to dwell, 
My window-nook again thy favoured home. 
Re-open to me thy instructive tome: 
Industry, patience, and domestic love, 
Order and care, may be 
The lessons learned from thee; 
And, more than all, a trust in Him who rules above. 



Cjii JfinX tJTB Iflgt; unit Hum. 

" 'l^HOU Sage of the broad and lofty brow, 

-*- That sittest at midnighjb alone, 
I come as thy friend and helper now. 

And such, save myself, there is none. 

I do not require thee before me to bow. 

Or acknowledge my potent throne; 

Accept but my aid, and thy name shall sound 

With glory wherever thy race may be found. 

" I know thee as one whom the fanciful fears 

Of thy fellow-men do not appal. 
And therefore I come, though my vigilant ears 

Have listened in vain for thy call. 
With the graven scars on my front of the years 
That witnessed my soaring and fall. 
Unveiled — ^for I }aiow thou art strange to dismay — 
I come, all my might at thy service to lay. 
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Fromplace unto place shalt thou pass like the light. 
Proof to cold, and to heat, and to showers." 
" With the aids," said the Sage, " which my know^ 

ledge hath found. 
To me time and space can prescribe not a bound," 

"And what may this weapon (^wonderment bel" 

Cried the Father of evU with acorn. 
"Thine eyes," said the Sage, "now the marvel 
might see, 
Had they not of their yision been shorn. 
My fire bears a vessel, which singeth with glee. 
And a vapour, from out it is borne: — 
That vi^ur is all," said the Sage, " I require, 
To mak^ each of the elements serve my desire." 

"Ha! ha!" laughed the Fiend; but the Sage, in 
his turn, 
Contracted his brow to a frown: 
" Thou co-mate of Sin ! it is idle to spurn 

At what, but for guilt, thou had'st known; 

The earth has too long felt thy gloomy sojourn. 

And thy rule shall ere long be o'erthrown; 

The boons which he asked in his madness from thee, 

Man finds strewn around kim like sands by the sea. 

" He shall pass like the Lightnii^ from place unto 
place, 
Yet be blamed for no compact with thee; 
Time shall he annihilate even as Space, 

And in face of the Whirlwind shall flee; 
On the wrathfiillest Sea shall he sportively race. 
And the Fire shall his minister be; 
All lies in that vapour — ^ihat light, eurling steam!" 
"Hal ha!" laioghed the Fiend. I awoke--4id I 
dbeah) 
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And would not now be roaming broken-hearted, 
Longing for death. 

Why did I fondly deem it all but fable, 

When poets told 
How woman's heart was as the winds unstable, 

As night-dews cold — 
And how her strongest love was aye unable . 

To withstand gold ! 

And yet bow could I think so, while enjoying 

Thy sweet, sweet love. 
That seemed, like mine, as far.from bound or cloying 

As bliss above — 
Too deep-felt to be dropt like idle toying — 

Changed like a glove ! 

Ah ! when thy faith began, methought, to falter. 

How oft I prayed 
And knelt before accursed Mammon's altar, 

Crying for aid ! — 
To compass gold and thee, scarce could the halter ' 

My course have staid. 

Alas ! when thou wert lost to me for ever. 

The unsought dross 
Came, like autumnal leaves upon a river. 

My path across: 
I cursed it — it undid me, but could never 

Make up the loss ! 

Yet let me not, my soul's love, too much blame thee 

For all the past; 
Justwasthy fear lest bitingtonguesshouldshame thee. 

As one by-cast, 
If thou, the firsi~-as all conspired to name thee— 

Wert mated last. 
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I know not if 'twill bring thee pain or pleasure 

To see these lines, 
And learn that one, as for a stolen treasure^ 

For ever pines; 
Finding no solace, saye when in sad measure 

Sad words he twines. 

Still is ikj name with all bier musings blended. 

As heretofore, 
When valentines his love to thee commended 

In days of yore; 
And so 'twill be, until, in sorrow ended, 

His days are o'er. 



Somsn tiU. 

piEEAT God! how strange a thing is human life ! 
" Though borne by us, and lidt» enjoyed, aad seen, 
Inexplicable ever hath it been, 
To calm self-study, or the curious knife. 
Minds rich with genius, and with knowledge rifc^ 
Have doubted even if being truly be; 
And if the firm-set earth we seem to see — 
The scene of all our joy, grief^ loye, and strife- 
Be more than fimcy — an Idea. S^ange, 
O ! very strange, indeed, the life of man ! 
B^ond tiie walls of time and spaoe to range, 
And all the now invisible to scan, 
It were not much to die, if by the change 
We might appreciate the wondrous plan! 
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i^OME hither to me, little one! 
^ Come, boy, and let me view thee ri^tly; 
Thy look bespeaks both sense and fim — 
Sedate, at once, and sprightly. 

Lift np that keen, clear eye to mine, 

Like one that dost contemn all blinking; 
Yes ! underneath that brow of thine, 
Already is there Thinking. 

Though thou hast seen but some five years. 

Thy front, so knotted and so ample, 
Announces one on whom his peers 
May not with safety trample. 

Thou seemest worthy of the breed. 

Whom old-world burdens and distresses 
Sent to new climes, to raise a seed 

That Freedom loves and blesses. 

Still thou, perhaps, alike wilt show 

The good and evil of thy brothers^ 

Whose better points, at times, we know^ 

Self-estimation smothers* 

Thy garb, in parts, suggests these truths; 

Thou art a little man completely; 
Such Wellingtons are scarce for youths*^ 
Thoi^ thine do fit thee neatly. 
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AnA ihtm mde-pockett, too, which lend 

Thy eoat its motit distinguished feature. 
Are less fw boys like thee, my friend, 
Thi^n f<DT the full-grown creature. 

From stMfh-like trifles may we catch 
VrfHffn of the spirit of thy nation, 
Whi^h thinks its very babes a match 
For men throughout creation. 

Befall, dear b<yy, what may befall 

To thee in life (to speak more gravely), 
Thott wilt perform thy part to all 
Justly, I hope, and bravely. 

T\ur\i comest of a noble stock, 

Tlie strong-souled breed of Gothic Norsemen, 
Who shook the earth with earthquake shock. 
And rode the seas like horsemen. 

Kftch warrior of them was a " smith," 
And "bright" swords each, they say, could 
hammer, 
The which himself would wield with pith, 
Amid the battle-clamour. 

From some such "bright smith" comes thy 

name; 
And thou, it strikes me, wilt inherit, 
What gave thy stock its lasting fame — 

The enterprising spirit. 

Deeds of high note did Greece and Rome 

Loavo stamned upon historic pages; 
But little good drew mankind from 
Their viotor-acts through ages. 
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One only race has known to blend 

Conquest with colonising glories; 
That race is thine, my western firiend — 
A New World tells their stories ! 

And bright the promise of the days 

In store for thee and for thy nation, 
Though perilled by too bustling ways 
That o*erleap moderation. 

Be thou of those, in future years, 

Who hold that peace all good excelleth; 
And that contention springs from fears. 

While calm with courage dwelleth. 

Scorn thou the gain that some obtain. 
Who fix a chain upon their fellows; 
Touch not a grain from off the plain 
Which human sorrow mellows. 

Be bold and active with the best; 

Go manfully " ahead,*' like others; 
But prize thou nought that brings unrest 
To white or coloured brothers. 

Deem not the black by Gk)d decreed 

Unworthy of the white communion; 
Justice apart, such thoughts may lead 
From union to disunion. 

These maxims do thou still repeat — 

" Enslave thou none! To none be slavish?" 
Hold both these things alike unmeet, 
Detestable, and knavish. 

I speak to thee as one who may 
Yet win a name among the masses; 



Thou wOt not, mart not, spend tlij dsj, 
KotelMB of all that passes. 

Hie time draws nigh, when wrecked Crosoe, 

And doomed Scheherezade shaU charm thee; 
Feast on the wonders which they show. 

Nor fiear lest they should harm thee. 

The point by youth to be attained, 

Is first to found a love of reading; 
More solid tastes, that goal once gained. 
Will come with years succeeding. 

And then, dear boy ! make then thy mind 

Familiar with the thoughts of sages, 
Who swayed in other days their kind. 
And still sway passing ages. 

Bead, above all, with earnest care. 
The annals of thy island-fathers; 
The Anglo-Saxon genius there 
Its fittest lessons gathers. 

And con thou, too, the pilgrim-tales — 

The records lofty as romantic — 
Of those who left their natiye vales, 
To cross the broad Atlantic. 

But, while thou laudest these brave bands, 

Who scorned to stoop to throned Oppression, 
Let not Old England at thy hands 

Take blame for that transgression. 

Be thou of those who hail the Isle 

With filial pride and warm affection; 
The homes that nursed thy sires erewhile 
Strike not from recollection. 
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Bejoice at once that thou by birth 
Art freeman of a mighty nation, 
And come of fathers on the earth 
Unmatched in reputation. 

Farewell, loved boy ! thine is a name, 
But little known to old-world story; 
Do thou in novel climes win fame, 
And give it lasting glory ! 



€\it Wilt nf Imtm.* 

TIT'ITHIN an inner chamber of her dwelling, 
* * A noble Eoman lady sat alone; 
No sculptor ever, from the Parian stone, 
Carved features more than hers in grace excelling; 
And yet but for the tear-drop slowly welling 
From the large eye, the gazer-on might say 
That in that form nor life nor motion lay, 
So pale she was, so wan beyond all telling. 
Whence came that hue ? When Nero doomed her lord 
His vital current in the bath to spill. 
She sought to share his fate; but rude hands tore 
Her forth, when half her life-blood was outpoured. 
And thenceforth lived she on; but icy-chill. 
With lip and cheek that knew bloom never more ! 

• This Sonnet records a true story. The philosopher 
Seneca, being doomed to death by Nero, entered by choice a 
warm bath; and, a large vein being opened, life soon ebbed 
away. His wife used the same means to ensure a participa- 
tion in his fate; but the emissaries of the tyrant were on the 
watch, and cruelly restored her to undesired existence. The 
loss of blood which she had sustained, however, gave her 
ever afterwards the singular aspect of a living statue. 
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TI7HY fainteth thus my spirit now? 
^* Oh ! wherefore sinks my heart so low? 
Whence come these clouds upon my brow? 
What bids my tears to flow? 

Glorious as ever is the day, 

The mom, the noon, the starry eve; 
And no dear friend hath passed away, 
And left me here to grieve. 

Yet cold, dull, listless feelings creep 

Athwart my heart-strings by degrees, 
And, if I could, in dreamless sleep 
I fain would seek for ease. 

Alas ! let midnight stretch its hand 

My weary eyes in ruth to close. 
And, like a billow, tempest- &nned. 
The mind lacks still repose. 

It is not that my frame doth bear 

Fierce pains to breed me this unrest; 
Nor by unwonted worldly care 
Am I the while opprest. 

Something I feel, but cannot paint — 
A wearing weight, a want, a void, 
As if all nature had a taint, 

Or I with all were cloyed. 

A sense that " All is Vanity" 

Envelopes everything in gloom — 

The thought how soon man^ memory 

Lies in his body's tomb. 
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One goal there is — one only goal — 

Worthy to point our noblest aims; 
And that all el^e 13 nought, my soul 
Eternally exclaims. 

Mind only smiles at the grim Death; 

Its works alone for ever live; 
And hence I yearn, when reft of breath, 
That fate such life should give. 

Within the bosom-bower that veils 

My dearest thoughts from common day, 
And where, when vexed by earthly ails, 
My soul seeks rest and stay. 

One question ever will upspring, 

With doubts and fears my brain to tease. 
When on The Pobts pondering — 
"Ohl ami, too, of these?" 

The answer which my spirit makes 

To its own asking, then and there. 
Too oft my frame of being shakes. 
And tempts me to despair. 

And yet, ere long, some thought will rise. 

On which my fi^ncy fondly dwells, 
As such as only, to my eyes. 

From the true poet wells. 

Howe'er it be, one truth stands clear: — 

To exercise the gifts bestowed 
la to ourselves a duty here, 
And to the giver, Ood. 

Then, dark Despondency, away! 

Sluggard! put forth tiiy all of might; 
He merits not to bask in day, 

Who, perversa courts the night ! 
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GAZING upon thee now, 
Absorbedly I lie, 
Thou of the Milton brow, 
And Shakspere eye! 

What folds of thought lie coiled 
Behind that compact front! 

What stores of fiEuicies, wild 
And eloquent ! 

Long had I known thy works 

Of poesy divine, 
Where subtlest genius lurks 

In every line; 

And on my.&ncy's eye 
Was linmed a brow of grace. 

Such as might worthily 
Thy mind encase; 

But nattire better far 

Hath here performed her part; 
Instinct these features are 

With soul and heart. 

A poet's glorious name. 
So long as man shall be, 

These thought-swoln temples daim, 
Dear Keats, for thee ! 

Abhorred of all be they 
Who wrung thy spirit here. 

Marring thy ripening lay 
With envious sneer ! 
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Tet piized is now thy worth, 
TVhere Milton hails a son 

In him who shadowed forth 
Hyperion; 

And Shakspere ever joys 
To hold sweet speedi with him^ 

Who song the Latoiian boy's 
Moon-haunted dream. 

Tes ! painful though it be 
To think how vast our loss, 

When malice shook thee free 
From earthly dross; 

Thy soul, delightful bard. 
But all the earlier sped. 

To taste its rich reward 
With the Oreat Dead! 
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TS there a man so dull of soul and sense, 
-^ That he can walk at mom, or noon, or eve, 
Upon that mighty field which hath no fence 
Saye what it doth from airy space receive. 
And, while the birds their varied notes enweave 
Into one complete whole for him, can hear 
The glorious descant flow. 
Without a bosom-glow. 
Without one thrill of joy, or one full-hearted tear! 
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Thus wholly apathetic none can be. 

If the wild thunder, throeing as in pain, 
And generating, over land and sea, 

Dread air-quakes to alarm the souls of men, 
Be held Gk)d*s voice of wrath, oh ! surely, then, 
The sounds that rise from copse, or grove of pine. 
By mount, and vale, and stream. 
Are such as man may deem 
A voice of love — of love eternal and divine ! 

Beauty is plante4 ^th the seed; and, till 

The flower puts on its perfect summer-dress. 
Grows with it, waxing ever richer still; 
The verdure of the ffrass is loveliness; 
And on the mountam-pine, when breezes press 
Its coying stem, and comb its flowing hair. 
Sits a majestic ease; 
These green existences 
Such attributes display, ever and everywhere; 

Yet, decked with every seasonable charm. 

Nature, though not, like sculpture, still and cold. 
Is even as a lovely human form. 
When quickening speech informeth not the mould; 
The brightest flowers that, Hebe-like, uphold 
Their cups with dewy offerings to the sun. 
Ask yet a voice; and where 
May voice with that compare. 
From the &ll-choiring birds by heavenly &Yourwon? 

Most beautifal, in truth, the doings all 
In Nature's own Great Aviary seem ! 

What time the shadows, night's dim relics, fall 
Prostrate in worship of the young sunbeam. 
Go, rouse thee from thy gross and worldly dream, 

And, while the woods are paeaning the mori;i, ' 
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Thine eye and eiair employ, 
And thon shalt taste a joy 
Of all that can delight the mind and senses bom. 

Chances thine eye to light upon the home 

Wherein two little ones, heart-wedded, dwell — 
Whether it be the mavis' bowl of loam, 

Or the quick sparrow's moss-encrusted cell — 
Whether aloft, like tongueless, upturned bell, 
It swingeth in the breeze, or lieth low, 
With tender care concealed 
In some green bank or field — 
Graze there, and say if aught more fair the eye 
could know? 

But, oh ! peer gently through the fringy covers; 

And be the parley of thy foot with earth 
Soft as the vows of love to ears of lovers, 
Or as the dew-falls which have unseen birth 
When evening turns to tears the gay day's mirth; 
Admire but touch not what may meet thy view. 
Lest the scared mother fly. 
And leave the hopes to die 
That rest within her shells, so smooth and rich of hue. 

Ah ! sad the thought how many, many a time, 

Stirred by the rude hands of the thoughtless boy. 
Those mated ones, unknowing human crime. 
Must fly, like man, the Eden of their joy; 
Not that the riflers, haply, would destroy. 
But that they seek to form a circlet tBre, 
And rich with many dyes. 
Though seeming to the wise 
An Iris fraught with hopes converted to despair. 

So fondly doth the mother watch her hoitie, 

That, move one shell, aiid she t^U note the change; 
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And it maj drive the poor one forth to roam. 
And all her sweet economj derange; 
And should man's footstepjoud to her and strange, 
Startle her brooding o'er her young, her heart 
Counts time upon its sides, 
As wOdlj as the strides 
Made by high-mettled courser on the racing mart. 

But why 80 linger on a theme like this? 

Poorly, at b^, can pen or tongue display 
The fullness of the beauty and the bliss 
Cast by the birds on this our earthly way; 
And while to us thus pleasing, who will say 
Mute nature hath for them nor eyes nor ears) 
Oh ! yes, believe it well. 
That, when their anthems swell, 
Bejoicingly each tree and flower both sees and hears ! 



&^t uns u' fnr mt. 

"DfeSIDE yon bit bumie that rows thro' the mead, 
•^ And sparkles and sings on its way to the Tweed, 
There lives a dear lass, wi' a bonnie black e'e. 
But I fear that she cares na' a bodle for me. 

She's lovelier far than the comin' o' day. 
And sweet is her voice as the laverock's lay. 
And bright as a star is the light o' her e'e. 
But I fear that she cares na' a bodle for me. 

She frowns when anither would maybe look kind. 
And aft to gie scorn for her scorn I'm inclined. 
But it a' flees awa' at a blink o' her e'e, 
Tho' I fear that she cares na' a bodle for me. 
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Her scorning is dearer than mony ane's ki8», 
Her No sounds as sweetly as mony ane*8 Yes; 
Sae what can I do but love on till I dee? 
Altho' she may care na' a bodle for me. 

There's mony a wooer that's fond o' the pelf, 
Cares naething ava' but for siller or self: — 
I'd be thankfii' to get her wi' ne'er a bawbee; 
OJ it's hard if she cares na' a bodle for me ! < 



I 

FULL many a time and oft, when modest eve, 
Earth's nightly tire-woman, hath robed in gloom 
This mystic ball on which we live to grieve, 
The passive playthings of resistless doom; 
When l»rightlier through my solitary room 
The onsonned fire sends out its cheering rays. 
Leaving one where a shade. 
While other spots are made 
By its unthinking fiftvouritism all a-blaze; 

O ! then, when Fancy has my sense in keeping, 

A low and plaintive voice falls on my ear, 
As if of Bachd for her children weeping. 
And dropping melody with every tear; 
A sound it is, so sadly sweet and clear. 
That Silence well miffht be content to cease 
Her intermittmg reign. 
If but assured l£at strain 
Would take her place for ever, and all else be peace. 
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Hhe Mytilea when from the glan of memory 

The forma of her sweet boys peep br^ntij eat;* 
And Uf her ear come touids of chfldish gle^ 
The ringing hingh, the clear and happj nkoiit: — 
Bat all to^i soon that smile is pnt to rout; 
f (appjr though she would ever have her bojrB, 
A nang of natural pain 
Will ever rise amam, 
To think that for from her they still can taste of joys. 

Who that beheld the fairness of the mom 
Which smiled upon that lad/s opening path. 

Could once have dreamed to see her thus mrlom, 
Tlic victim of misfortune's fellest wrath? 
Huch lineage as mortal seldom hath--* 
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A heritage of talent, rich and rare — 

Honours, reflected back 

From a long glorious t^ack 
Of years and acts — lell to that mourner's cradled 

share. 

And brightly, nobly, as in years she grew, 

Did she sustain her claim of high descent; 
With charms of person, such as shine in few, 
A mind was hers of finest temperament; 
And j6rom her freshly blooming lips were sent 
Poetic tones, so sweet and yet so strong, 
That all the land stood still. 
Struck with a wondering thrill. 
To hear such melody from one so fair and young! 

Green grew the leaves upon that crown of bays. 

Left to her from the brows of many a sii*e; - 
'Not brighter was their yerdure in the days 

When even her brilliant grandsire woke the lyre; 
But suddenly, like flash of levin-fire, 
Black defamation stnote that soul of song. 
Cast o'er her path a gloom. 
Crushed every joy in bloom. 
And bore her far from all whoin she had loved so 
long! 

Tet was the fount of music unprofaned. 

Though tears may haply mingle with its flow 
So long as life shall have to be sustained. 

And drooping willows by its brink may crow, 

Still doth the spring a cr3rstal clearness e^ow; 

And still from it, as from a pauseless river. 

The pure and good snail take 

Deep draughts, their thirst to slake 

For what is good, and pure, and beautiful, for ever! 
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Cheerlj, thou gentle mourner! many a heart, 

In many a place, beneath the heavenly cope. 
Doth sympathise, like mine, with thy sore smarty 
And fiiin, like me, would bid thee dwell in hope. 
Long-erring pride may cease; and then shall ope 
The temple-gates of loye for thee once more; 
And all home-joys at last. 
Mellowed but by the past, 
Be thine till joy and griie^ with life itself be o*er I 



Mi^lnu at ^sttrlnB. 

** TLS sont a m6i, enfin done, ces Anglais !"* 
'■' These words came from Napoleon le Grand, 
When he beheld the English army stand 
On Waterloo. They did not run away 
At his approach, as he had feared they would. 
And he was pleased. But one rode by his side, 
Who told him, that the men whom he espied 
Would never leaye the field on which they stood. 
Saving as victors. Soult had seen them fisht, 
And, speaking thus, incurred his master^s &own. 
He spoke but truth. Firm and immoveable, 
BritMinia braved the whole Imperial might 
Of France, and conquered ere the sun went down. 
There, not to rise again, Napoleon fell. 

* These words, signifying, ** I have them at last, then, these 
English ! " were the exact ones nsed by Bonaparte on tlie field 
of Waterloo, when the morning sun showed to him the British 
foroes, prepared for an engagement. His fear had aetoaBy 
be<m that they would have ** escaped" in the nif^t. Soott 
remembered Spain too well to join in the exultation of tiM 
Emperor; and, for yenturine to speak his mind, the Marshal 
was allowed to remain an idb spectator of the ensuing battle. 
It is General Foy who stylet the British battalions'' jninioiYe* 
able." 
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'DUT half An hundred years have pacNsed since the 

^ Scottish Martyrs lay 

Imprisoned close in dangeon>ceUs^ that yearn in 

vain for day; 
But half an hundred years have flown since^ in the 

felon's place, 
They stood arraigned, and pled for life — ^from jus- 

' tice^ not from grace: 
But half an hundred years have sped, since fruitless 

proved their cry, 
And they to lands of sin and shame were sent a£&r 

to die! 

High be our hopes as yet for manl — To-day the 
scene is changed, 

And with the pure, uie good, the great, these mar- 
tyred ones are ranged: 

In every dime, by eyery sea, where Britain holds 
command. 

Love, reverence, and honour are the meed of that 
bright band! 

Senates are guided by their thoughts, laws modelled 
on their rules. 

And by their high examples now his child the parent 
schools. 

! well spoke Muir, the wise, the brave, the gentle, 

and the kind. 
When before the despots of the law he stood with 

dauntless mind: — 
^Galm is my conscience when I look on all that I 

have done: 
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Calm on the scaffold shall it be, should there my 

course be run: 
The cause for which blind bigbtry dares thus my 

life assail, 
Is a Good, a Gbeat, a Glorious CAtTSE-^lT htjbt 

AND SHALL PREVAIL !" 

Sing now triumphant songs aloUd, and let all hearts 
be light, 

For the promised mom of freedom dawns, and va- 
nishes the night. 

The spirit of the land is stirred, but not, as dotards 
say. 

To kiss again the cruel hands that dashed it where 
it lay; 

It wakes to scorn the empty shows which dazzled it 
before, 

And burst the chains which tyrant power shall rivet 
never more ! 



(lurint. 

THE blue immensity ab6ve. 
Seen at the cloudless noon of day, 
Eeminds me of thine eye, my love. 
When thou art £Eir liwa^. 

So soft, so pure, so deep in hue, 
• Is the great concave of the sky, 
That strange it id not should th^ view 
Call up to thought thine eye. 

But not by outer forms alone 

Is this sweet sense of likeness given; 
That arch is heaten— ^lid, mine own, 
Thou art on earth my heaven ! 
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A WAN and fever-waQted form lay sleeping 
On a low 1)ed, 
While earnest watch a sad-eyed youth was keeping 

Close by his head. 
The sick one woke; he saw his boy-nurse weeping, 

And thus he said: — 

" What kind unknown art thou, thus ever watching 

Here by my side, 
No rest or slumber for tlune own eye snatching 

Night or noon-tide, 
But always thus, my very life-breath catching. 

Who dost abide? 

'^ This crushing ail of mine hath now departed. 

With all the train 
Of wild and burning thoughts that with it darted 

Athwart my brain: 
And now, though very low and heavy-hearted, 

I feel no pain. 

" Yet think not, while my fever-fit was highest. 

That I saw not 
Whose form my lonely couch was ever nighest — 

What land hand brought 
Blest drops of water, when my lips were driest. 

To still their drought. 

^ A dreamy oon^dousness^ through all my madness 

Was with me still 
Of one sweet fa^ bent over me in sadnecis, 

But wiiich could fill 



46 Fosm. 

M jT heart with thoo^lito of Itope, if not of g^adnesi^ 

Soothmg my ilL 

^ Feelings it ronaed of anguish mixed with pliaaiiniy 

And made me pine 
For a moat prieeleaa bat niegleeted treaamrey 

No longer mine; — 
Tet when mjr eye that &oe wonld eloadjr meaaim^ 

Kind boj! 'twaa thine. 

^0! that hut once nnr love, so long deserted, 

Conld hear me aay^ 
How grief and shame have made me broken^ieartedy 

And reft awapr 
AU comfort from my life, smce we two parted. 

By night and dayT 

The yonth, from head and features, wildly weeping, 

Their hoodings tore; 
The sick one saw his love — ^who his drear sieefang 

Had so watched o'er; 
*' AU is forgiyen," she cried, his cheeks tearHrteeping, 

** We part no moreT 



** Miieri«nie realt aoUertte ISeftM.**— Ortf. 

READ me a Riddle of profounder sense 
Than ever suppliant, statued in suspense, 
Heard from the Dodonean oaks, or where 
The steep of Delphos cleaves oracular air. 
Bead me my Biddle ! If the power be thine, 



POEMS. 47 

- - - 

His laurels Phoebus shall to thee resign, 

And own thee the Diviner^ though he be Divine. 

I stand for aye ! and, by the eternal law, 

Men name me oft in tones of thrilling awe. 

Yet soft my yoice; it murmurs as the bee, 

Of whispers gently as the whispering sea. 

The sound of liquid streams is also mine — 

Of the pure Dee, that sends its onward line 

To meet the circling sea, and in one whole combine. 

My tones are ever blended with the breeze; 

There speak they forth in sweet melodious ease. 

I dwell in music; mark of strain or air 

But half-a-dozen notes^ and I am there. 

Yet grave and solemn things do not alone 

Absorb my presence, or direct my tone. 

Like half " the schemes of men and mice " we see, 

I sometimes, I admit, am found " a-jee;" 

So gay, that oft I smart, and must endure 

What Kemble titled ach^ for my cure. 

I have an eye for fan in my own way. 

And pry, and peer about, a very jay. 

A key have I to unlock secret thmgs; 

Yet to the race of man no harm it brings. 

I know tiieir need of charity full well. 

And, where they lack an inch, I yield an ell. 

As old Sir Joshua, when annoyed by stuff, 

Shifted his trumpet merely, and took snuff. 

So I, when folly raves, slow to condemn. 

Give forth but my scarce aspirated "HemT 

Heedless though many, bhune such timid ways, 

And call me '^ hen," in vilest Cockney phrase. 

But who, I ask, should play the censor proud 1 

I am, I know, a cipher m the crowd. 

Well gone in years am I, yet, all may see. 

Full £urly formed, and blooming as a pea. 
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SAMSON — IN YOUTH. 

TO me at dead of night a vision came^ 
And chased oblivious heaviness away. 
I had been reading, at the close of day, 
Of old Manoah^ and his son, whose name 
Stands tabletted to never-ending hme, 
Samson. Him see I now, a child at play, 
His long locks glittering in the sunny ray. 
Teased by his envious co-mates in the game, 
The broad-browed boy, laughing amid a frown, 
Grasps his tormentors, though of twiee his years. 
And smites their heads, the one against the other; 
Then in a heap to earth he hurls them down. 
Thus doth he, while from forth her doorway peers 
The half-alarmed, half-glad &ce of his motiier. 

SAMSON — IN AOB. 

A CHANGE came o'er the tenor of my vision. 
Where high the temple of Philistia rose, 
I saw the Blind One stand amid his foes. 
Called, to make sport to them, in proud derision. 
Deeming him helpless, no renewed excision 
Had his foes made of those God-given locks, 
In which once lay the strength that rendeth rocks. 
Glorious to fallen Israel that misprision ! 
Princes, and peers, and dames, a jewelled train, 
Thronged there; and Samson all their bests obeyed. 
At length they placed him, craving pause, beside 
The pillars that upheld that sculptured pride. 
These clasped he, praying. Then, by one curead strain. 
Himself and all his foes in death he laid. 
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He departed a&r from his native shore, 
Where the blasts on the swelling Atlantic roar, 
And awaken the waters to strife. 

They covered him up in the garb of the grave, 

And his corpse in a coffin they laid; 
Then a shrou(&ig of canvass to all they gave, 
And they lowered it gently, with weights, to the wave. 

And me last solemn prayers they said. 

When supported no longer, at once in the tide 

Sank the dead in his lone, narrow lair. 
But why, as they lean o'er the swift vessel's side, 
Is the tear of regret by astonishment dried 
In the eyes of the onlookers there? 

The leads had dropped off, and the coffin uprose 

Anew to the face of the deep; 
And there, undisturbed by tempestuous throes. 
It floated and rocked in serenest repose, 

Like a child that lies cradled asleep. 

But the breeze caught the folds of the canvass at last, 

And it swelled in the form of a sail. 
And away from the vessel the death-boat past. 
Like canoe of the savage, that showeth no mast, 

Though it feeleth the breath of the gale. 

Oh ! fearful to view was that ark of the dead. 

As it swam on the balancing wave ! 
Bold hearts at the spectacle fluttered with dread — 
From cheeks before blooming the bright roses fled — 

And the giddy and reckless grew grave. 

And away on the waters — away — and away — 

Did that bark with its mariner go; 
And whither it went no mortal can say: — 
Whether drifted ashore, or afloat till this day, 

It was heard of no more here below ! 
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GAZE on the lonely Thinker in his cell — 
One with the noblest gift of God endowed, 
A Mind bj which the elements are bowed 
To do the work of man, and serve him well. 
The annals of remotest time may tell 
Of mighty benefits to mortals done 
By thoughts, which from this solitary One, 
In naked strength, like gems new-quarried, fell. 
But shall he reap in life rewarding fame, 
And have due laurels planted on his grave? 
Too oft he is the Lake amid the hills, 
IJntalked of ^nd unseen, the while its rills 
Feed noble Streams, that ample honours have 
From those who of the Source know not the name. 



€|ft €iniii lishti 

XTE little ones, ye pretty ones, whose looks of swmy 
^ glee 
Steal sweetly on the gazer's heart, like mora upon 

the sea, 
What images in Nature's range, what emblems near 

or far, 
May fitly picture you to those who see not whiit ye 

are? 

Ye dancing ones, ye glancing ones^ there are in 

heaven alofb 
Twin stars, whose ray, like yours, is bright, yet 

beautiful and soft; 
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But cold the light that flows from out these lamplets 

of the skies, 
And all unlike the cheering glow that breaks from 

your sweet eyes. 

Ye prattling ones, ye tattling ones, fair flowers there 

be on earth, 
That blossom brightly on the stem which gave them 

kindred birth; 
But, ah! have they those winning tongues, whose 

merry-hearted flow 
Makes all the joy of elder ones seem dull and cold 

as woe) 

Ye smiling ones, ye wiling ones, there is within my 

Tiew 
One object, and but one, which claims similitude 

with you; 
The lips, the dewy mated lips, of maiden in her 

prime 
Alone may image you to those who see you but in 

rhjrme. 

Ye laughing ones, ye daffing ones, not far go ye cpart, 
But cling like creatures with two frames, ana but 

one little heart; 
And so those blooming lips, like you, are oftest seen 

conjoined — 
Lovely are they, like you, detached, but lovelier far 

combined ! 

Ye airy ones, ye fairy ones, ye peer the rose in blow. 
And ruddily and rosily the lips of maiden glow; 
Ye smile and prattle charmingly, and when might 

aught eclipse 
The smiling and the melody of youthful maiden's lips ! 
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Te meny ones^ ye cherry ones^ all vainly, I oodUmb, 
Does Fancy strive by such conceits your likeness to 

express: — 
Bright peerless blossoms as ye are of man's higii- 

&ted race, 
Wbere may we emblems find for what bean QoA 

own form and &ce? 



I. 

RESCUER, thrice proven, of thy father-land! 
Not that our race and country are the same, 
Do I presume triumphantly to claim 
The highest place for thee in the bright band 
Sent down fi^m God, in charity, to stand 
As champions of the right; to thee a name. 
Above all old, above all recent fame, 
Is justly due. Not he who bore command 
When Freedom won a Transatlantic home — 
Nor the good Archer of the Alpine steeps— 
Nor he who, in the Pass, immortal, bled — 
Gkkve deeds like thine to the historic tome; 
Glorious the victor lives, the martyr sleeps: — 
Wallace! both honours wave above thy bed. 

II. 

• 

TITHEN Caledonia in the dust lay low, 
V Y And none dared stretch the hand to raise her up; 
When her proud nobles drank the bitter cup 
Of constrained friendship with the southron foe; 
Who burst the spell, and struck the avenging blow! 
What Chief of high descent and wide renown 
Advanced to pull the haught oppressor down, 
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And close at length his country's weary woe) 

Nor princely rank, nor large repute had he; 

But on his brow great thoughts were ever camped, 

And, when contending in the battle's van, 

His port was awful as the stormy Sea. 

Her sign had Nature on the WaUace stamped, 

To show to man a master-work in man. 

III. 

TTE, whom the Heavens have honoured with a call 
-^ To do their high behests on earth, must be 
As the just fire or equitable sea, 
Blind powers, which operate alike on all. 
Great Chief, thy nature knew no taint of gall, 
Nor soughtest thou the downfall of thy kmd. 
But the one purpose didst thou keep in min4 
To free thy land, let ill or good be&ll. 
Hence was it, that upon the western sky 
Eose suddenly by night a dreadful glare, 
Made yet more dreadful by the flame-borne cry 
Of maLy perishing in wild despair; ^ 

And hence fair Freedom smiled, as she stood by. 
To view the Burning of the Bams of Ayr. 

rv. 

A S in the chancel of some ancient fane, 
-^ Walled with memorials of chivalric days, 
Two forms, obversely niched, exchange a gaze 
Stem as if feeling moved the stone-eyed twain; 
So, where toward the land-embaying main, 
The Carron rolls its stream of many arms. 
Stood once, on either bank, two mail-clad forms — 
Alone, save for their shadows on the plain. 
Elder the one appeared, and counsel sage. 
And proven valour shone in every look; 
The countenance of him of lesser age 




T. 
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And holy men teeob babes to bate tbj name ! 
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01 IF thou wert but here wi' me, 
My laasie wi' the nut-brown hair, 
We would be blest as twa could be 
That ken they meet to part nae mair: 
Nae mailens braw. nor jewels rare, 
Nae kists o* gowd are mine to gi'e, 

But aye the best, the foremost share 
Of a* I hae should fa* to thee. 

O ! if thou wejt but here wi' me, 

We twa would steal to yon green dell, 
And big a bower where nane could see, 

And theek it wi' the heather-bell; 

And ferns and rashes frae the fell, 
Wi' lucken-gowans frae the lea. 

Should help to keep the winter snell 
Frae skaithing thee, and me through thee. 

I wouldna seek the haunts o' men, 

To set my winsome lily there, 
But keep her far firae ilka den. 

Where life is but a name for Care. 

She drew her first and halesome air 
By bum and wood, and hill and glen, 

And it would be a sin and mair 
To wile her now ayont their ken. 

When simmer's green came on the tree, 
We in the sun would sit and beek. 

On some warm knowe, where we could see 
Our ingle swirling up its reek; 
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Rank and mansions one p< 

These shall be her bridal dower; 
Beauty, truth, and fDnd caresses, 

Wait thee in the lowly bower. 
Dost thou say that thou wouldst rather 

To the humble maiden bow? 
Tell ! — and quickly shall I gather 

Flowers to deck thy true lore's brow. 
Tell, come, tell, 
Concolinel I 



"FAREWELL LADT, LABT, LADY I" 

Borneo and JtOiet. 

"PAREWELL, lady, lady, lady, 
^ Farewell, lady mine ! 
Never more in greenwood shady 

Shall we two recline. 
Never more shall we two wander 

Over hill and dale; 
Never, where the streams meander, 

Shalt thou hear love's tale. 

All between us now is over — 
Thou hast sealed my fate; 

I to thee was but a lover — 
Thou hast found a mate. 

But, amid his soft caresses. 
When most dear to thee, 

Think on whom the green sod presses- 
Lady ! think of me ! 



Iliiilinai{s. 



"Is there no cook of English groand seenre 
From rash aisaolt ? " 

Wordmoorth. 



'PHOUGHT not beseeming well the poet-sage ! 
•*- Can the most lovely of terrestrial scenes 
Be marred, when human science intervenes 
To place the marvels of a recent age 
By God's old grandeurs? What may so engage 
And raise the mind, as to behold the proud, 
Long-tameless elements of Nature bowed 
On mortal aims to spend their governed rage? 
How grand the uses made of slightest things ! 
Such thin and formless vapours, as the lake 
Gives to the noon-day sun, serve, when man wills. 
To bear him mighty loads on thought-swift wings. 
So summoned, only, earth's full glories wake, 
And echo else were mute on many hills. 



%fiM rf lit Eitlmrll /fltralwiitt. 

A GOODLY ship of English mould rode forth upon the 
-^ main. 

To waft across a famous knight unto the shores of Spain; 
Sir Richard Fanshawe was the name this noble pilgrim 

bore, 
And he might veil his cap to none for valour, wit, and 

lore. 
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Along the seas this ship had sailed a fortnight and a 

day, 
When suddenly unto the knight the captain he did say, 
" Draw forth thy sword, thou warlike lord ! The Turks 

be on our lee! 
Draw forth thy sword, and strike this day for England 

and for me ! 

" Stand to your guns, my sulors all ! the Moslemah are 

nigh. 
Right well on yonder corsair's mast the Crescent ye may 

Though twice our weight of build she show, fight as ye 

aye have done, 
And England shall the tidings hear of a battle this day 

won!" 

The stout Sir Richard waved his sword above his head 

in mr, 
And cried, '^ Where'er the press may be, sir captain, place 

me there ! 
And ere this morning's sun go down, Gk)d willing, thou 

shalt see 
A good blow struck for Jesu Christ, for England, and 

for thee! 

'' But go, thou little page, unto my lady's cabin door. 

And bear to her my wish that she come not that thresh- 
old o'er; 

Commend us to her gentle prayers, and bid her have no 
fears. 

For Heaven will fight for Christian men against these 
buccaneers. 

^ Yei,a8 1 know Uie mighty love that fills my lady'sheart. 
Let this amid the melay be, thou youthful page, thy part : 
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Keep true and faithful watch and ward that chamber 

door beside, 
And see that by this best of mine my lady-love abide.** 

The page bowed low, and left the deck; the good knight 
sought the post, 

Where danger from the Moslem arms appeared to 
threaten most; 

And there he stood amid the crew, all ready for the 
fray, 

From noontide till the sun passed through the folding- 
doors of day. 

Meanwhile, although the foe hung o*er the Christian 
vessel's path, 

A distant dropping shot was all that showed their hos- 
tile wrath: 

The unbelievers knew that oak, and where it sprang 
from earth — 

They knew the mettle of the men to whom that soil 
gave birth I 

But prudent, as in battle bold, the English captain 

was, 
And still he kept his men prepared for aught might 

come to pass; 
On deck, with them, Sir Bichard stood, ev'n till the 

morning light 
Appeared to show no danger near — no crescent-flag in 

sight. 

Twasthenthe good knight turned to look upon a boyish 

form, 
That through the long, long hours of gloom >fa8 ever 

at his arm: — 
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^'Qood Lord!" exclaimed the knight, and prest that 

form in fond embrace, 
^ What change, what miracles, can through the strength 

of love take place!" 

It was, indeed, his lady fair — ^veiled in the boyish dress. 

Of which her prayers had won the page himself to dis- 
possess — 

Twas she who, thus attired, had crept to where her 
lord was placed. 

And there, unknown, had stood till dawn shone o'er 
the watery waste. 

Well might the husband fondly cry, ^' What changes love 

can make!" 
Whose lady braved the cold, the foe, the darkness, for 

his sake; 
Though peril she could not avert, yet peril she might 

share. 
And if a bullet sought his heart, her own might ward it 

there! 

Well might the noble knight exclaim, ''What wonders 

love can do!" 
When stirs its influence in the breast that tender is and 

true; 
The gentlest heart Love maketh bold, the wildest it can 

tame, 
In weal or woe, with high and low, its power is still the 

same. 

A place Sir Bichard Fanshawe hath, high on the roll of 

£une. 
And not less bright the halo is, that girds his lad/sname: 
Enduined iogem^ in the breasts of all the good they lie. 
Amid the glorious company whose memory cannot die ! 
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'^jlt a»illi eartli-aSrt. 



ONE of my boyhood's dearest loves wert thou. 
Melodious rover of the summer bowers; 
And never can I see or hear thee now, 
Without a fond remembrance of the hours 
When youth had gardened life for me with flowers ! 
Thou bringest to my mind the white-thorn bough, 
The blooming heath, and fox-glove of the fells; 
And Fancy, fine of ear. 
Half dreams that in thy murmurs she can hear 
A breeze-borne tinkling from my country's own blue- 
bells. 

Most sweet and cheering memories are these 
To one who loves so well his native land — 

Who loves its mountains, rivulets, and trees, 

With all the flowers that spring from Nature'shand, 
And not at man's elaborate command: — 

But now they are no more than memories; 
For I have dwelt perforce this many a year 
Amid the city's gloom. 
And only hear thy quick and joyous boom, 

When thou my dusky window haply passest near. 

No longer can I closely watch thy range 

From firuit to flower, from flower to budding tree, 

Musing how lover-like thy course of change, 
Yet from all ills of human passion free. 
Though thou the summer's libertine may be. 

And, having reft its sw^tness, may estrange 
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Th jaelf thenceforwmrd from the fioweret** Tiew, 
No sting thou leav'st behind — 
Xo trmce of reckkas waste with thee we find— 
And sweetlj singest thou to e^m thy honey-dew. 

Modi fasre I marrelled at the firaltleas skill 

With which thou trackest ont th v dweUing-eave, 
Winging thj waj with seeming careleaa will 

From mount to plain, o'er hike and winding wave; 

ThepowerSy whidi God toearth*s first creatmegaTe, 
Seem &r less fit their purpose to fdlfil 

Than thj most wondrous instinct — H^ indeed. 
We should not think it shame 
To designate bj such ambiguous name. 
The rare endowments which have been to theedecreed. 

HuHfdl, alas! too oft are boyhood's loves. 

The merle, encaged beneadi the cottage eaTts; 
The pecking sparrow, or the cooing doves; 

The chattering daw, most dexterous of thieves. 

That oftentimes the careftil housewife grieve% 
And nimbly springs aloof when she reproves; 

Happier by far these pets of youth would be, 
Were they but left alone, 
To human care or carelessness unknown. 
Roaming, as Nature bade, unheeded still and firee ! 

Well, too, for tnee, wert thou thus left, poor Bee! 

In chase of thee and thy congeners all, 
How often have I coursed tha fields with glee. 

Despite all hindrances of hedge or wall 

That in my onward way might chance to fidl: 
But, though I took delight to look on thee, 

Thy piebald stripes, perchance, or golden hues, 
How oft through me did death 
Bring sudden pause to thy harmonious breath! 
And all for thy poor bag, too rich with balmy dews. 
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Nor could the beauty of thy earthen home, 

In a green bank beneath a iir-tree made, 
With its compact and overarching dome, 

Enveloping thy treasurenstores in shade; 

Nor the fine roadway, serpentinely laid; 
Nor all thy lovely cups of honied comb. 

Protect thee from the instruments of ill. 
Who forced thy tiny cave, 
And made a place of peace and joy a grave. 
Killing thy race, though still admiring while they kill. 

Yainly against the thoughtless plunderers, 

Didst thou direct thy poison-pointed sting; 
With branches from the super-pendent firs. 

They beat thee down, and bruised thy little wing; 

Thy Queen, although a strangely gifted thin^, 
Saw ruin fall on all that once was hers, 

Nor could the hand of fell destruction check; 
Thy cells, of honey reft, 

^ In one confused, sod-mingled mass were left. 
And thou, thy home and works, lay whelmed in one 
sad wreck. 

Hence, though the wild flowers of my native hills 
Before my mind at sight of thee arise. 

And though my sense their fancied fragrance fills. 
And their bright bloom delights my inner eyes. 
Yet painful thoughts the while my breast chastise. 

Oh ! could poor man accomplish what he wills, * 
I would live o'er my days of youth again, 
To cherish such as thee. 
With kindness unalloyed, thou busy Bee, 

And have thy memory unmixed with aught of pain ! 

But still to me thou art a thing of joy ! 

And the sweet hope is mine that this new age 
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[PBOM THE LATIN OP BUCHANAN.] 

TTAIL ! morning vowed to immemorial jojB, 

^^ First child of May ! sacred to mirthfiil sports, 

To wine, and jest, and song. 

And to the choral dance ! 
Hail! thou delight and honour of the year, 
Un£Eiiling ever in thy sweet return; 

Flower of the youth of Time, 

That soon again grows old ! 
When the mild temperance of Spring erewhile 
Cheered new-bom Nature, and the primal age, 

Spontaneously good. 

Shone bright with yellow ore: — 
Such harmony as thine through all the months 
Kan lastingly; warm breezes soothed the lands; 

And then gave they forth fruits 
• Where seeds were never sown. 
The like amemtude of clime as thine 
Perpetual broods above the Happy Isles, 

Where none know painfiil age, 

Nor querulous disease. 
Such breathings whisper softly through the groves 
That hold in peaceful shade the Silent Ones; 

Such gales, on Lethe's banks, 

stir the sad cypresses. 
Haply, when God with final fires shall cleanse 
The universe, and to the earth restore 

Her happy days, such airs 

Shall blessed spirits breathe. 
Glory of ever-fleeting Time, all hail ! 
Day worthy still of memorable note: 

Hail, image of old life. 

And type of that to come ! 



l3iUn /iitttit. 



^ Mirart popnlam qn» faclt ? ilia Factt/* 

—Fac^Ue Chutteee^ 

YOUNG Fairy, whose commanding spell 
Can stir our bosoms to the core, 
Grateful for joys remembered well, 
We welcome thee once more ! 

Resume' thy charms ! awake the tear 

Anew in eyelids of the fair; 
Or bid the smile again appear 
Upon the front of care. 

Thine is the power at choice to move 
The chords of sadness or of mirth — 
To rouse to ire, or melt to love, 
Or give dark horror birth. 

To continents and isles afar, 

O'er seas and lands, by night or day, 
Unheedful where our bodies are, 
With thee in soul we stray. 

Thou wiliest — and in forest glades, 

Beneath overarching leaf and bough, 
We con a lore amid the shades 

Bicher than worldlings know. 

Co-mates in exile we become 

Of noble swains and rustic kingf, 
Loving the green walk as our home, 
And all wild woodland things. 
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Whilst thou, inspirer of the whole, 

Dost trip about in shepherd-guise. 
And with thy happy wit cajole 
Alike the weak and wise. 

Wave thou afresh thy charmed rod ! — 

And forthwith we in palace-halls, 
And garden-bowers have our abode, 
Within " Verona walls." 



There to our gaze a maid is given, 

In whose young bosom feelings glow, 
Potent to raise the soul to heaven, 
Or plimge it deep in woe ! 

Fervent her spirit as the rays 

Shot from her own Italian skies; 
And in the spring-time of her days — 
With dying love — she dies. 

Uplift thy magic wand anew, 

And bid the Murderess of the North, 
Fair as the gilded snake to view, 

But poison-fanged, step forth. 

Give us to hear the taunts that bend 

Her consort to the mortal error; 
And show betimes her course's end. 

And thrill our breasts with terror. 

All phases of the female heart. 

Whether as maiden or as wife, 
Thou hast the genius and the art 
To mirror to the life. 

And such thy wondrous power to teach 

The moral of each passing scene. 
That we, though sadder, rise from each 
Wiser than we have been. 
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Young Fairy of the potent spell, 
Who comest kindly to restore 
Pleasures by us remembered well, 
We welcome thee once more. 



OFT had I roamed in thought the land of Greece, 
And seen its brave, and good, and fair of old, 
But never did my actual eye behold 
A semblance of the Lady of the Fleece, 
Sublime Medea; nor of her, whom peace 
Declared an outcast from its happy fold 
At birth, Antigone, too greatly bold; 
Until a voice, whose tones may never cease 
To sound in fancy's hearing — and a form. 
Whose graces haunt the gaze of memory — 
Entranced of late held every sense of mine. 
Faucit, that noble speech and port were thine ! 
Though less thyself didst thou appear to be. 
Than some bright Phidian shape, with life 'grown 
warm. 



ahhntBfnrt 

[to J. c. w.] 

TTEKE, upon the waveful Tweed, 

-*-■- Where old shepherds tuned the reed. 

Prone beneath a willow-tree. 

Let me weave a lay for thee. 

Would that thou wert with me here, 
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Now when July warms the year, 
And the^ Tweed careers below, 
Bright and breakless in its flow, 
Save where trouts leap here and there, 
Divers in the sunny air; 
While, upon the adverse bank. 
May be viewed, in careless rank. 
All the trees which he, the lord, 
Ever-femed of Abbotsford, 
Planted to enrich the lands. 
Won by his toils of mind and hands. 
Peeping o'er the leafy screen. 
May the turrets, too, be seen, 
Of the bright " romance of stone," 
Builded by the Mighty Known. 
Towers, and crystal streams, and trees, 
Ever may the gazer please; 
How much more should such as lie 
Now before my charmed eye. 
Steeped in twilight, dewy, cool, 
Like the landscapes of a pool ! 

Oft on such an eve have I 

Wandered through these woods hereby, 

Musing on the mighty mind 

Of him who had the scene designed; 

While from every shrub and tree 

Issued floods of melody. 

There the mavis poured its song. 

Like old wine, mellow and strong. 

Calling answers, pleased and loud. 

Even from those echoes proud. 

Which were wonted to rejoice 

At the master-minstrers voice; 

There the blackbird's stirring note 

Through the woods was heard to float; 
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And the finch's whining plain 
Mingled with the linnet's strain; 
And an hundred other lays 
Made an evening hymn of praise, 
Such as thrilled that whole arcade. 
Bedded by the dark green glade, . 
Till it seemed to nod with glee 
To the pleasing minstrelsy. 
On the hilly slopes in view, 
Propped against the arc of blue, 
Marked I then the heather-bell. 
Grasping close the mountain swell; 
And the broom's bright flowers were seen, 
Yellow stars in skies of green; 
And the fox-glove's purple cup 
Seemed to dnnk the eve-dews up; 
While, upon some brown scaur-side. 
Waved old Caledonia's pride — 
Emblem fit, in form and deed. 
Of her bold and hardy breed, - 
Who, upon their island rocks, 
' Laugh to scorn a foeman's shocks. 
As the breeze with deepened plain 
Seems to start away amain. 
When its rash, assailing wing 
Meets the Thistle's wardful sting. 
So, e'en so, do Scotland's foes 
Still repent their hostile blows. 
Well the Minstrel might declare, 
" Breathed I not my native air — 
Saw I not the heather bloom — 
Heard I not the wild bee's boom — 
Once, as every year ran by, 
Surely, surely I should die!" 
Such a scene, and such a land, 
Well might poet's love command ! 
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Die he did! and, well-a-day, 
Short thereafter was the stay 
Of the daughters of his race, 
Who drew life but fi:x)m his fece ! 
Brief thereafter was the span 
Of the sweet and gentle Anne, 
Who for her great father bore 
Such a love as child before 
Barely felt, or may feel more. 
When the complete progeny 
Of bright works that cannot die. 
From that wondrous brain were bom, 
And the earthly case was worn 
By the inward fire away. 
And the debt was paid of clay. 
She, the poet's dearest child, , 
Endured pangs so deep and wild. 
That, if this should e'er be said, 
Hers was grief beyond all aid. 
Soon did uiat absorbing pain 
Burst the bonds of life in twain; 
In the tomb was Anne laid low. 
Martyr pure to filial woe. 

Who can wander through these woods. 

Or behold these pleasant floods, 

Nor dwell thus on thee and thine. 

Poet of the living line? 

Many a flower is scattered there. 

Nursling of the shaded air; 

But what most I prize, by far. 

Is one that, like an earth-bom star. 

Seems to shrine the name of Scott, 

Saying still, "Forget-me-not." 

Yes ! sweet flower, so brightly blue. 

Eye which Flora may look through 
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When she scana our hnman ways, 
Scott shall boast unfiulmg bays! 
While old Scotland lasts, his name, 
Fitly formed for mntoal &me, 
With her own shall co-exist. 
Foremost on her natal list. 

Till his land and race are not, 
Glory be to Walter ScottI 



S hn mt Jttf 3 Iik t|n. 



T DARE not say I lore thee, 
^ So far art thon aboye me; 
Nor, conld word of mine be heard. 
Might it have power to moye thee. 

While others sne thee boldly, 
I sit and look but coldly; 
Yet the pain, that wrings me then. 
Is more than may be told thee. 

The blue sky o'er us bending 
Seems void, though far extending; 
So my love, like heaven above. 
Though viewless, knows no ending. 

O ! then, while others woo thee. 
Let silence not undo me; 
Words are weak, and cannot speak 
The love I bear unto thee ! 
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rVNCE more on the broad-bosomed ocean appear- 
yJ ing, 

The banner of England is spread to the breeze; 
And loud is the cheering, that hails the uprearing 
Of Glory's loved emblem, the pride of the seas. 

No tempest shall daunt her, 

No victor-foe taunt her. 
What manhood can do in her cause shall be done; 

Britannia's best seaman. 

The boast of her freemen, 
Will conquer or die by his colours and gun. 

On Acre's proud turrets an ensign is flying, 

Which stout hearts are banded till death to uphold; 
And bold is their crying, and fierce their defying. 
When trenched in their ramparts^ unconquered of 
old. 
But lo ! in the offing, 
To punish their scoffing. 
Brave Napier appears, and their triumph is done; 
No danger can stay him, 
No foemen dismay him, 
He conquers or diies by his colours and gun. 

Now low in the dust is the crescent-flag humbled. 
Its warriors are vanquished, their freedom is gone; 
The strong walls have tumbled, the proud towers 
are crumbled, 
And England's flag waves over ruined Saint John. 
But Napier now tenders, 
To Acre's defenders, 
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The aid of a friend, when the combat is won; 

For Mercy's sweet blossom 

Blooms fresh in his bosom. 
Who conquers or dies by his colours and gun. 

" All hail to the Hero ! " his country is calling, 

And " Hail to his comrades, the fiEdthfrd and brave ! ** 

They feared not for &lling, they knew no appaUing,. 

But fought like their Others, the lords of tiie wave. 

And long may the ocean, 

In calm and commotion, 
Kejoicing convey them where fame may be won; 

And when foes would wound us, 

May Napiers be round us, 
To conquer or die by their colours and gun. 



Birtli null Mtl^H 



[Sngsested by Verses, from the el^ant pen of James Hedderwick, 
which ascribed the power of the Poet to his xneUncholy, and were en- 
titled " Sorrow and Song.**] 

GRIEVE thou when the Poet grieves. 
Soothe him in his sadness; 
Song her brightest chaplet weaves 
Bound the brow of gladness. 

To the smiling dawn the lark 

Chanteth her good morrow; 
Boding screech-owls to the dark 

Croak their notes of sorrow. 
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Pearls are sought in placid seas, 

Not in troubled waters; 
Summer robes with leaves the trees — 

Leaves the Winter scatters. 

Crystal, pure as ever shone, 

But by daylight glanceth; 
And the butteiliy alone 

In the sunbeam danceth. 

By the warm and glowing hearth, 

Chirps the gleesome cricket; 
Joyous Spring calls pipings forth 

From the budding thicket. 

Bills, with music in their flow, 
' Flowery banks emboBom; 
Not amid December's snow 
Shows the rose her blossom. 

To the calm fount flies the deer 

When with thirst he fainteth; 
In the lake serene and clear, , 

Heaven her image painteth. 

Can the harp of broken string 

Charm us by its sounding? 
Or the eagle's bruised wing 

Bear his skjrward bounding ? 

Grieve, then, when the Poet grieves. 

Soothe thou him in sadness; 
Song her brightest chaplet weaves 

Round the brow of gladness. f J 



TEARS are the ink wkh wiiieh deep feeling writes 
Its m«.>>t eihhmiig boods of tendemesB. 
WK«t toiurue and li|ieL £ul fitly to expresB, 
Silence^ with pen in eje^ew dij^ped, indites 
V\M>n the cheek. Gnef dnweth solace thence; 
And Anguish, with the conngated brow, 
FeeU it^ii ^^re pains to easeful weeiung bow; 
And han\ Kemorsse so mehs to Penitence. 
}lut HojMC. and Jot, and Gfatimde, and Love 
£inoti<m$ are. mn kss in unison 
With the effusions of the surcharged eyes. 
And hath not Nature shown like sympathies f 
iH^r the waters came the Blessed Dove, 
And thn^ugh celestial drops the Bainbow shime. 



OOME fi>lk they will threep that &iller is a' 

*^ We nee^l through this life, and the toilye o't; 

That wtHlK>ck without it is naething ava*, 

Ihit a cruise that wants the uilye o't. 
To me gi e a lass that*s couthie and leal. 
And ane^ abune «\ that lo'es me weel, 
Antl your miss wi* a tocher may gae to the de'il, 

Or them that care mair for the spoilye o't. 

Tho' gear be a gude, there's mony mae things, 
Anc never should meen to a sairing o't; 

Tlie joy and content that an eident wife brings 
Are no to be had for the wairing ot 
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A sark to your back will your rich dame sew, 
Or bake you a bannock to fill your mou*, 
Or darn your hosen, or milk your cow?^ 
Sic wark, gude faith, she'll be sparing o't. 

I wouldna' ha'e woman a drudge a' her life. 

But a birr now and than at the spinning o't. 
Is a thing that sits aye unco weel on a wife, 
And it lichtens a house wi' the dinning o't. 
When a chield maks up to a quean wi' a pose. 
Can he look for my lady to fend on brose 1 ^ 
And sic may be her kitchen before life's close, 
Whate'er may ha'e been the beginning o't. 

A blythe blinking e'e, and a weel-faured face, 

A mou' that is worthy the preeing o't; 
A lo'esome shape, wi' a step o' grace, 

To cheer ane's e'e wi' the seeing o'tj 
A mind weel plenished wi' hamely sense. 
And a warm bit heart, that thinks nae offence ;- 
O ! these mak' a tocher far, far abune pence, 
Or a' that earth has for the gi'eing o't. 



€)$t Mm llhum. 

[Sent, to be contributed to, from a distance.] 

'THIS many-tinted Book of thine, 
-*- Sweet friend ! now far away, 
Shall teem ere long with fiiendly line 

And tributary lay; 
For thou art one whose lightest sign 

Men glory to obey. 



n 



It is noty lad J, that tiiine ejes 

Could erer long to see 
Thy praises song, in flattering- wise, 

In yerses here to be; 
Bat while this Book before him lies, 

Who can bnt think of theet 

Tet amid all whose minds that spell 

May influence like mj own. 
Dear ladj, I belieye full well 

Than mine there will be none, 
'\^ose thoughts more oft on thee will dwell 

When this fair Book is gone. 



#alg]iriis. 
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IF Tacitus recorded what was true, 
And told aright hiB valiant kinman's story, 
As who can doubt what Genius heard from Glory?) 

e firmest check the Bomans eyer knew, 
While o'er the Scottish North their eagles flew. 
Was when the Grampians, from their summits hoary, 
Beheld their slopes with human yictims gory. 
What time braye Galgacus his warriors threw 
On the inyading foe. The famous sire. 
From whom the ffreat Fergusian monarchs spring, 
Left but a name m legends old and crude; 
But he who brayed the stem Agricola's ire 
Liyes classically. Rome, while conquering, 
Still eternised the chiefs whom she subdued. 
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(0itstiiitii9 af $mthn. 



[This ballad ifl| in the main, founded on a reported historical incident. 
Though pleased with the reverses of Austria, Richelieu grew alarmed ulti- 
mately at the successes of the Protestant Champioa, and I9 said to have 
actually made an attempt to ensnare Gustavua Adolphua, by sliding a white 
horse to his cAnp, with the intents here indicated.] , 

IT fell upon the glorious time^ when from the hardy 
north 
Gustavus of the Lion Heart with all his Swedes came 

forth; 
To weed out ruthless bigotry was boune the champion 

then, 
And plant the True Faith purified all thorough broad 
Almaine. 

Joyous the shout that rang along the Pomeranian slopes, 

And wildly throbbed each Saxon's heart, and high be- 
came his hopes, 

When, armed in complete panoply, the foremost of his 
band. 

The young and brave Deliverer sprung from his Swed- 
ish prow to land. 

Vain boasters of Vienna ! ye may trust your myriad 

hosts, 
And dream that soon the stranger shall be banished 

from* your coasts; 
And him, in your delusion, ye may style a King of Snow, 
But a King of Steel shall he be found ere long by every foe. 
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Tilly, the many-battled chief, the stem of heart and 
eye, 

Before whose conquering banner foes came ever but to 
die — 

Whom Austria deemed the hope and staff of her Impe- 
rial crown — 

Lost to the Swede in one dread hour his long, long- 
prized renown. 

Quaked to the core the Papal power when these dark 

tidings spread, 
And moved o'er all was Richelieu, its Gallic prop and 

head; 
He scorned the Viennese, but he was linked with th^n 

in faith, 
And shrunk to see their common Church shake at the 

north-wind's breath. 

Long mused the haughty Cardinal, the man of many 
wiles, 

How best destruction might be pulled down on the 
Swedish files j 

No dream had he of manly fight upon the open field; 

Far other ways were Richelieu's — dark, subtle^ and con- 
cealed. 

At length a strange and murderous thought arose with- 
in his mind, 

And there was it ere long matured, embellished, and 
refined; 

And soon the instruments were found, and taught, and 
sworn, and fee'd, 

To do the act of darkness by the master-head decreed 

Beware, beware, thou lion-heart ! O, royal Swede, be- 
ware! 
The hunters even now for thee the fatal toils prepare; 
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Be circumspect, and guard thee well, thou Bulwark of 

the Faith ! 
An unseen and long-reaching arm pursues thee to the 

death. 

It was a mom of summer-time, and gay, and keen, and 

clear, 
The Sim looked down upon a plain that glowed with 

shield and spear; 
There, burning to regain his fame, once more old Tilly 

Fronting the muster of the Swede, all dight in war array. 

Prompt for the field, Gustavus came that mom from 

forth his tent, 
When, at its threshold, lo! before the King a menial 

bent; 
" I know, my Prince," said he, " how well thou lov'st a 

gallant steed — 
Behold! here standeth one, unmatched for form, and 

strength, and speed." 

The hero turned him, and descried a charger white as 

snow. 
With limbs of perfect symmetry, and neck like bended 

bow; 
The beauteous thing admiringly the Swedish Prince 

caressed, 
As haughtily it pawed the earth, and tossed aloft its crest. 

Appealed to by the king, the groom, by whom the steed 

was led, 
Replied, " A Saxon noble, sire, who late in battle bled, 
Possessed the horse, and left him me, a fee for service 

shown; 
Peerless he is, but I am poor; for gold he is thine own." 



86 POEUS. 

"Hifl trappings then," exclaimed the king, " I ride this 

horse to-day!" 
Nor gave the monarch ear to aught his anxions lords 

could say: — 
" I were no knight to fear a fall; and for his hue of snow, 
How may my host the presence of their king more fitly 

know?" 

Forth, then, among his marshalled bands the dauntless 
hero rode, 

And first he bade each man to kneel, and prayed for 
help to God; 

Then, strengthened by the pious rite, the Swedish lines 
uprose. 

And hark ! the signal for the fight — ^the vanwaid foe- 
men close ! 

Gustavus from a mount a while the fearful skirmish eyes. 

" Ha ! bravely done, my chamberlain !" the eager mo- 
narch cries; 

'^ark how he heads his gallant band, still foremost in 
the fight! 

He is unhorsed — he fights on foot — Ha I see the foe in 
flight!" 

Now bent the king his course to where the chamber- 
lain had place, 

Fatigued and breathless with the fight, and the short 
but deadly chase. 

" Thanks for this first success to thee, brave lord," ex- 
claimed the king, 

" Bright hopes of victory from this thy noble action 
spring. 

" Woundless thou art," spoke on the king, " the great 

God praised be ! 
But thou hast lost a charger good this day for love of me.** 
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And as he spoke, he sprung from off his gallant foam- 
white steed — 

" Mount this," he cried, " and be the gift the guerdon 
of thy deed." 

While round and round the shouts of all the pleased 

spectators rung, 
Swift to the snowy courser's back the chamberlain he 

sprung; 
" My king," he cried, " if thou hast found my service 

true before. 
This day shalt see that service yet redoubled o'er and 

oer. 

Like arrow from a bow he sped toward the vanguard 

band. 
And, fronting all his company, he there took up his 

stand; 
Flushed with his master's praise he was, and eager for 

the word. 
That should again upon the foe direct his crimsoilld 

sword. 

O, gracious Heaven! how strange thy ways toward us 
mortals here. 

To whose eyes blessings evil seem, while evils good ap- 
pear! 

And how mysterious the means, by which thou dost 
avert 

The ills that fall too often here to the great and good 
man's part ! 

Conspicuous stood the royal steed that bore the cham- 
berlain. 

And proudly did it scent the air, and proudly hoof the 
plain; 
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0! WHY did I sae fondly trow 
That woman's love would ne'er decay- 
That it would be the mom as now, 

Or as the morn anither day? 
Her heart feels love as does the stream 

The moonbeams that upon it play; 
Lour but ae cloud, and like a dream 
Baith light and love will flee away. 

O ! why did I sae idly think 

True faith on faithless earth to see? 
As weel gae search the hornet's bink 

For hinney o' the garden-bee; 
Or look to find the wild-fire's gleam 

As steadfast as the lamp o' day: — 
Soon will he learn, wha sae may deem. 

That light and love flee baith away. 

O ! why did I sae vainly hope 

To win a maid without a peer. 
Or trow that ane sae puir could cope 

Wi' wooers rich in lands and gear? 
And yet awhile I drank her smile. 

Awhile I revelled in its ray; 
But sairer far was the recoil. 

When light and love fled baith away ! 
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€mip of dimtt 30flinii- 

11/ HEN Mary, loveliest of regal dames, 
* * From forth the Castle of Lochleven fled, 
To Niddry's towers, with fluttered haste, she sped, 
And paused but there, when safe from hostile aims. 
As the first lark uprose, and cheerful flames 
Were o*er the landscape by the young sun shed. 
The Queen sprung to the lattice from her bed. 
Opened, and looked upon the lawn. Acclaims, 
Thunderous in tone, soon told that she w^s seen 
By mail-clad bands, the assemblage of a night. 
Entranced, she waved her kerchief but wit£ speed 
Drew back, and blushed, recalling her loose phght. 
O! strong is beauty ! Doomed ere long to bleed, 
More fell for Mary Stuart than the Queen. 



WOULD that I were upon yon lone green hill. 
Far, far from those who hunt earth's glitter- 
ing mammon. 
The unsown fruits my food, my drink the xill, 
Nature's dumb things my sole companions— (?am- 
mon, 

I am not one of those at whose heart-strings 
The treasures of the world for ever tug; 

My nobler aspirations are for things 

Mind only gives, and mind enjoys — Humbug, 
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From worldlings and the world I feel that I 
Could flee without a momentary grudge; 

I feel that I could be content to die, 

As I would live, in calm retirement — Fridge, 

Yet there is one to whom in burning words 
I have vowed faith, although no idle talker; 

And well she knows that not the mated birds 
Of spring so fondly love as I love — Walker, 

First love ! it is indeed a pleasant thing. 

Like night^s first peep of morning on the sky, 

Or like tiie joy which new-found light doth bring 
To one long used to gloom — All in my eye. 

But offc, too oft, when we are pledged to one, 
Unthinking parents point us to another; 

And thus it was with her who called me son — 
To whom I owed my being — How's your mother f 

Most painful was it to be watched alway. 
Although the watcher loving were, no doubt; 

'Twas hard to have no scope from dawn of day 
Till nightfall — Does your mother know you're out f 

Hence do I fondly long to tread the heather 
On yon brown mountain, far from human sight, 

Heedless of summer heats, or wintry weather. 
If left to muse in peace — Is Murphy right f 

_ * 

To taste again my youthful joys I bum; 

I long to watch, as wont was, from below, 
The airy rook's circumgyrations — Turn 

About and wheel about, and jump Jim Crow ! 

I hate the shifting fashions of the world; 

Where, some proud puppy of the ton to flatter. 
Men's garments must be topsy-turvy whirled, 

And altered every fortnight — Wh/s your hatter f 
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I love a reasonable tidiness, 

But would not make my iiouse an essence-shop, 
Or have my toilette groan beneath a press 

Of cakes and balls — How are you off for soap f 

No, no. No perfumes seem to me more sweet 
Than Nature's; nor do any hues appear 

Like to the verdure spread beneath our feet 
By her — Do you see anything green heref 

But I have done. The morning coach is passing. 
And I would not be of my seat bereft; 

I must be off now for my summer grassing 
All I have said is true — Over the left. 



at SBiDiintklittrii. 



TT is no fiction of the olden day, 
■*• But truth implanted on a nation's story, 
That Bruce, great son of arms and heir of glory. 
Stood on the spot whereon I stand this day. 
Hither young Bohun took erewhile his way, 
Daring and hopeful, from the adverse side,* 
By one fell blow to tame the Scottish pride; 
But the King's war-axe, with resistless sway, 
Clove the ill-fated Southron to the brain. 
This is no fancy of the bygone time: — 
A hero of the old Homeric strain. 
Valiant as ever poet praised in rhyme. 
Fought for his country on this battle- plain. 
And won her freedom by his deeds sublime. 
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(0tt tjiB ^riaihit lhflni-l|i{i. 

[Written while its fate was yet in donbt] 

TTAST thou gone into the deep, 
•^ Or been stranded on the shore? 
Are thy merry men asleep, • 

To awaken never more? 
Shall we still hope on? or weep 

In despair that all is o'er — 
That the strong blue billow raves 
Everlastingly above thy crew's unhallowed graves? 

We have watched full many a time, 
When thy coming was foretold; 

We have listened to the chime 
Of the waters as they rolled; 

But, like fabling poet's rhyme, 
Or romance of days of old. 

Proved the tales they told of thee, 
Thou mysterious rover on the dark tempestuous sea! 

We have never seen thy prow 

Rushing homewards through the main, 
And a dread weighs on us now, 

Lest we see it not again; 
And on many a snowy brow 

May be traced the stamp of pain, 
For with thee, where'er thou art. 
Lie the prized and the beloved of many a tendfir 

heart. 

Wonderful, most wonderful. 

Are the secrets of the deep ! 
Millions many doth it lull 

In their last undreaming sleep; 



Wldk o'etheMd tbe wild Mm-^ 
IjjvtiB its tereuning wmtdi to keep, 

Aud Mtoand them ooantlesB ttoKS 
Of ndb j^eifiji ure gimered up from a thoniMid £■- 
teat ifacirai. 

But ibe oottn gires no bed. 

On its chjumel rough mod broad. 

To tbe m jrudi of the dead 

Wbo bare there their last abode. 

DijtfJlowed to laj the head 

^Xeath their native churchyazd sod, 

Still are thej denied to sleep 
Erea cm the craggj wastes that underlie the de^ 

Twixt the blessed air above. 

And the cavemed plains below. 
Where the waters ever move 

To and fro, and to and fro. 
Do the couchless relics rove 

With the billows as they flow. 
Doomed to everlasting motion, 
^nil the Great Judge calls them up from the rode 

and grudging ocean. 

All who feel that ocean's wrath. 

When the tempest will not cease, 
And the waters choke the breath. 

And the spirit finds release, 
Join those mariners of death, 
• Still to roam the deep mid-seas: — 

And art thou with that dread band, 
Gallant plougher of the main — ^bright creation of 
the land? 

Hast thou gone into the deep, 
Or been stranded on the sliorel 
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Are thy merry men asleep, 

To awaken never more? 
Shall we still hope on? or weep 

In despair that all is o*er — 
That the strong blue billow raves 
Everlastingly above thy crew's unhallowed graves? 



Itjji nf tjit ihm. 



TTEARDye the scream of the Steam-Horse by night, 
" Bending the air as in wrath or affiight? 
Saw ye the glare of its eyes by the way, 
Bed as the sun on a mist-shrouded day? 

Onward it flies, as in strife with the wind, 
Leaving no trace of its passage behind. 
Save in the fumes that its nostrils exhale, 
Soon to be lost in the gloom and the gale. 

Hotly and fiercely its snortings come forth. 
Strong as the spout of the whale of the North; 
Startling to hear, as the voice of the pard, 
"When on the midnight his bowlings are heard. . 

Since the wild Wind blew its keynote of yore, 
Never did rival outstrip it before; 
Bounding along, like a thought in a ire&m, 
Space is devoured by the Steed of the Steam. 

Hosts on the back of the strong one may ride. 
Safely as navies that rock on the tide; 
Though it may seem at the burden to frown, 
Lightly it bears them as feathers of down. 
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Priceless to man is this child of his Art, 
Making of earth one magnificent mart; 
Science and knowledge, from pole unto pole. 
Soar on its mighty wings, blessing the whole. 

Servant of justice, and arm of the law. 
Only the Guilty regard it with awe; 
Fly to the ends of the earth though they may. 
Still it precedes them, and darts on its prey. 

Noblest of powers that to man have been given — 
Type of the might and the greatness of Heaven — 
I^ge are thy duties as yet in its scheme: — 
On with thy work then, brave Steed of the Steam ! 



M^ 'Snmn^. 



[There exists a French Air of this name, with words more or less 
resembling these Eoi^iah ones.] 

TITHEN hope revisits earth anew, 
' * And far from us the winter flies. 
And softer, sweeter to the view, 

The sun relumes our lovely dues; 
When Nature robes again the tree, 

And swallows sound the twittering horn, 
I love to see my Normandy — 

The land, the land where I was bom. 

The Switzer homes have met mine eyes. 

On hills where endless snow appears; 
I have beheld Italian skies. 

And Venice, with her gondoliers. 
But everywhere my thought would be, 

Wlien from my friends and country torn. 
More fair to me is Normandy — 

The land, the land where I was bom ! 
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. €jiJ tun. 

A father's memory. 



TjH^Rparents oft ere now lias there been weeping: — 

" But never fell a tear, 

From foimt where drops of human woe lie sleeping, 

Upon a Father's bier, 
More sad than those e'en now my eyelids steeping — 

More sad or more sincere. 

The while, as youth and man, thou wert ascending 

The mount of mortal life; 
And while down age's slope thy feet were bending. 

In times of care and strife; 
None erer knew in thee an ill intending, 

When ill intents were rife. 

Distresses, on thy snow>haired season stealing, 
Might try thee sore and long. 

Bat could not bring one instant's weak rerealing 
'Of thought or purpose wrong; 

In thee the germ of honourable feeling 
Was planted, deep and strong.' 

Dear Father! when in infant couch I slumbered. 

How many days for me 
Of coming happiness thy fSeuDLcy numbered — 

How much of good to be ! '"" 

Ah ! by my waywardness these days were cumbered 

Too oft with oi^e to thee. 
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Most happily for me, Heaven's grace permitted. 
That, though all undeserved, 

I should be partly of that debt acquitted, 
From which awhile I swerved; 

And should possess a refuge for thee fitted. 
When by Time's hand unnerved. 

And now can I reflect with heartfelt pleasure. 
When thou from earth art nven, 

That to thy aged years some decent measure 
Of comfort here was given. 

For times beyond, I know thou hast the treasure 
Stored for the good in Heaven ! 



" MY TOM ! " 

" TITY Tom ! " The words ring warmly in my 
^^ ears. 

Which issued from a dying Mother's lips. 
Others stood by, who saw that sad eclipse. 
And saw it, being near and dear, with tears. 
But that phrase fell to me; and it appears 
So stored with love — thanks — ^pardon for the 

past — 
That the remembrance cannot fail to last 
Throughout the term I yet may have of years. 
Though not the eldest whom her early home 
Saw reared at her parental knee, yet I 
Enjoyed that final and endearing word. 
Simple in other eyes, the phrase, " My Tom," 
Seems yet to me, so used, a legacy. 
Richer than regal treasuries could afford! 



POEMS. 99 



A SIST£B's love. 



T^HE mutual passion that unites the hearts 

•*• Of youthful lovers is a precious thing; 

And potent is it to repel the sting 

Of evil fortune, or to heal its smtoiis. 

But too, too frequently, to charms and arts, 

External all, for sustenance doth it cling; 

And when, through time or suffering, these take 

wing. 
The passion also which they fed departs. 
A love more pure by fer the heart may prove; 
One resting not on perishable form^ 
And which nor age nor sorrow can remove. 
Though blasting beauty like the canker-worm: — 
Nor can misfortune's fellest, wildest storm 
Destroy that holy thing, a Sister's Love. 



iBDg nf till SraprkittJt (C^ffiiff k l^iBi* 

WHEN, fettered in some lonely cell, a captive 
would disclose — 
Hard though the task may be, and sad — ^the bur- 
then of his woes, 



* During the imprisomnent of Richard I. (Coeur de Lion) in 
a German dungeon, the chief solace of his weary hours con- 
sisted of music and song, in which arts he was so well skilled 
as to be considered among the best troubadours of his time. 
There is preserved a Norman-French song by the kins, ex- 
pressive of his feelings in imprisonment, and which M. Sis- 
mondi is disposed to wink genuine. Of this composition, an 
English translation (or rather paraphrase) is here attempted. 



Then let him take his harp, and ease his sorrowing 

heart with song. 
Friends many have 1, but^ alas^ their succour lingers 

long! 
Theirs — for they have not ransomed me— iheirs will 

the shame appear. 
That twice the snows haye garbed the ground, and 

twice have found me here. 

Let my dispiteous gaolers know, my gallant <mes, 

from you, 
My English peers, my Norman spears, my lanoes 

of Poitou, 
That not so poor my comrades are, but that their 

gold can buy 
An entrance to the dungeon where Plantagenet 

doth lie. 
No treason shall my lips impute — ^though sad has 

been my cheer, 
Since twice the snows have garbed the ground, and 

twice have found me here. 

Friends for the lonely captive! yet, some friends 
there be who seem. 

More of their golden hoards than of the captive's 
life to deem; 

And, more than all I have endured, this thought my 
bosom wrings. 

That should I die while this dark cell its shadow 
o'er me flings, 

How shall my people keep their name from, foul dis- 
honour clear, 

Since twice the snows have garbed the ground, and 
twice have found me here? 

Yet shall I not, whate'er befall, to hopeless gloom 
give way: — 
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Though Philip lead his knights of France to make 

my land his prey. 
And break the peace to which he stands by word 

and oath profest — 
Still shall my soul bear lightly up amid this sharp 

unrest. 
Let but the ct^tive think them gone — his chains will 

disappear, 
Though twice the snows have garbed the ground, 

and twice have found me here. 

But let my vain and haughty foes, more prompt in 

word than deed, 
List to the end that is for all their troublous schemes 

decreed. 
Tell them, ye noble troubadours, sweet Ch&il and 

Pensavyne, 
That ye are coming soon to break these weary 

bonds of mine ! 
Ye ever weep, I know, to think of Richard'a living 

bier. 
Since twice the snows have garbed the ground, and 

twice have found him here 1 



How beauteous is the autumn day, 
When, from the lightly chequered skies, 
The generous sun sends down a ray, 

MUd as the beam from woman's eyes! 
Yet cares do so my soul annoy. 

That, dear as was its light of yore, 
I can the glorious orb enjoy 
No more, ! never more. 
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Night comes, and lovely is the night. 

The wearied moon the power hath ^ven 
To Eve's own star, so bine and bright, 

To lead awhile the hosts of heaven. 
But though the eyes of others drain 

Rich nectar-draughts from that full store, 
Such bliss to me may come again 

No more, O ! never more. 

Could earth be feirer to the view 

Than when she shows her Plenty-Horn, 
Lip-full of flowers of every hue. 

And mellow fruits, and golden com? 
Bright prospects yields she, and doth give. 

With parent bounty, all she bore: — 
I shall partake them, while I live. 

No more, O ! never more. 

An infant, softly couched in sleep. 

And dreaming of its mother's love. 
Smiles not more sweetly than the deep. 

Reflecting beauty from above. 
I gaze in vain upon the scene; 

Old feelings nothing can restore; 
My heart can be what it hath been 

No more, ! never more. 

I joyed, methought, in sun and moon, 

The ocean and the kindly earth; 
But Death hath come, and taught me soon 

Whence all my joys derived their birth. 
The spheres above, the earth below, 

From others drew their charms before; 
And rapture now my soul may know 

No more, O ! never more. 
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'PHE sun is steering through the lift, 
-■- As yellow as a fowden ba', 
And wakens up the fragrant drift 

Frae bed o* heath and birken shaw; 

But sweetest odours does he draw 
Frae yonder bonnie clover lea, 

And you shall bask among them a', 
Gin you will kyle the hay wi' me, 

CHORUS. 

Well kyle the hay, and kaim the hay, 
'And mak' it tight and clean, lassie; 

Xnd aye to cheer my bonnie dear. 
We'll crack and court atween, lassie. 

O fear na' lest the tongue should say 

A word the heart will e'er forget. 
For I have lo'ed you mony a day. 

And mony a day will lo'e you yet. 

The germ o' love ower deep was set 
To wither — ^now it is a tree; 

And you shall ne'er ha'e cause to fret. 
Gin you will ted the hay wi' me. 

We'll ted the hay, and turn the hay, &c. 

The birds will lilt fu' sweet and clear. 

Till Silence e'en shall hide for shame. 
And sounds o' bumies, murmuring near. 

In baith our hearts will beet the flame; 

And when a bride I bear you hame. 
How happy then we twa shall be ! 

Till death, I swear, you ne'er shall blame, - 
The day you kyled the hay wi' me. 

We'll rake the hay, and row the hay, &c. 
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€^t CastU of i^t Mtvitmui 

[Roughly copied firom the Fteocfa of Jeaa Rebonl, fhe Baker-Poet, 

ofKlanes.] 

A DUN and barren mount there is, upon whose slop- 
ing base 
Lie heaps of ruins over which thorns only meet the gaze, 
Where venomous adders ever creep, and vultures hunt 

for prey. 
A shepherd told me of the place a story yesterday. 
With so much earnestness that he compelled me to be- 
lieve; 
And now, my friend, shall you from me the narrative 
receive. 

Within that castle lived of yore an avaricious Lord, 
Who to the beggar's pressing wants would no relief af- 
ford, 
Refusing even the petty boon of one poor crust of bread; 
And holy friars to those gates accursed never sped. 
To beg, for blessed charity, the smallest coin or mite. 
Wherewith to aid the poor on whom had sunk misfor- 
tune's blight. 

When the long watch of those within, upon tempestuous 

nights, 
Briirhtened the cloistered windows with the blaze of 

^ many lights, 
If some poor wanderer from afar, attracted by the glare. 
Hoped fondly from his panting toil to rest and cheer 

him there, 
"No sound came e'er in answer to his supplicating cry, 
Save from the court-yard, where fierce ban-dogs howled 

incessantly. 



POEMS. 105 

One eve, a Being wild and sttange came thither, it is 
said, 

Adoim whose drooping back a mass of trailing locks . 
was spread, 

Like torrent in the winter time from high Mont Blanc 
outpoured; 

His forehead ample, bald, and with full many a wrinkle 
scored. 

Appeared to bear on it the marks of age on age im- 
pressed. 

Like those huge monuments that on the sands of Egypt 
rest. 

" O, Castellane, be merciful ! " the 'hoary Wanderer 

said; 
'^ Open, for I am aged, and the night is one of dread. 
Beneath the weight of ice and snow the forest groans 

afar. 
And fiercely does the north-wind breathe from out his 

rapid car; 
The lake lies simken gloomily in silence sad and 

deep. 
And o'er my feeble body chill and mortal shiverings 

creep." 

A voice of thunder gave reply — " At such an hour as 
this. 

Who rashly dares to trouble thus my mansion's peace- 
fulness? 

If from these castle-bounds afar thou be not quickly 
gone. 

One of my serfs, with hammer armed, shall be with thee 
anon. 

And I shall make him nail, because thou prowlest here 
so late. 

Thy rascal carcass to the wall beside my castle-gate." 
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'^ Forgive me, if mj prayer be rude," then answered the 
Unknown; 

" But, long ere I could reach the skirts of yonder near- 
est town, 

r should sustain a living death deep in the drifting snow, 

And my beloved family no more my face should know. 

Oh 1 grant me but a comer in your sheds till break of 
day — 

Or in your kennel ! " " No I thou wouldst defile the 
place — awayl" 

Then all at once the Mendicant erectly raised his head, 
From which a beam of wrath divine was by reflection 

shed: 
*'Thou deemest me a beggar — Ho! I ah A Miohtt ' 

Lord! 
And, spite of these refusals,! will seat me at thy board,** 
" A mighty lord ! whence comes so vain a fantasy as this? 
What thy estate?" "The Earth!" "Thy name?" 

"My name Misfortune is!" 

And as the screech-owl stretches out its dark and omi- 
nous wings. 

That it may scatter far and wide the news of fatal things. 

So with his hands the stranger spread abroad his ragged 
cloak, 

And smote with iron foot the earth, which opened with 
the stroke. 

And yawningly a fearful cloud of mist gave forth to 
view, 

Amid the gloomy whirls of which away the Spirit flew. 

Not long thereafter did the lord of that cold, lonely 

tower 
Behold one child dishonoured sink within a villain's 

power; 



I 



FOEMS. 



107 



Again, he saw his only son in single combat fall; 
And, passing hj, the Jacquerie at length made end of all, 
By butchering each living thing within that castle found. 
And razing all its lofty walls and turrets to the ground. 

And ever since, before these dark memorials of the past, 

Pale grows each cruel lord whene'er his eye is thither 
cast 

Nor can the lapse of time efface the horrors of the scene; 

The shrinking kid declines to browse where these old 
. walls have been; 

And oft belated shepherds see shades bleeding, grim, 
and gaunt, 

And still they name the place the Castle of the Men- 
dicant. 



L 



€)^t €nnnint. 



npHE Harp of rapt Isaiah, or the Seer 

^ Whose Lamentations rang through Judah's land. 

Alone could fitly sound of that bright band. 

Who dwelt in wilds and caves, by spring and mere. 

Or where the hills to Heaven their cairns uprear — 

Well pleased to earn the right to worship God 

As did their sires, by taking for abode 

The dens of foxes, or the lairs of deer. 

But were they left the heath in peace to press? 

Oft were its purple bells more deeply dyed, 

When bloody Grahame, fierce Lag, and stem Dal- 

yell 
Mart3rred the godly in the wilderness. 
But now ye wear, brave souls thus purified, 
The Crown of Glory indestructible ! 
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THE hilU of my country are mantled with Emow, 
Yet, oh 1 I but love them the more; 
More noble they seem in the sun's setting glow, 
Than all that the vales of the Southron can show. 
When gay with the summer's whole store. 

Thongh brighter the landscape, and blander the air, 

In climes that look straight to the sun, 
The dearest enjoyments of home are not there. 
The chat and the laugh by the hearth's cheering glare. 
When day and its labours are done. 

And thus, like the snow-covered hills of their land,. 

Its sons may seem rugged and rude; 
Yet gentler in heart is each man of the band. 
More kindly in feeling, more open in hand. 

Than all whom the tropics include. 

^rimi (Cjittrlia (Blmnxh 

THE Thistle guards a single Throne no more: — 
It now is but the spine upon the Rose 1 
And, though the tree in strength and beauty grows, 
Fond memory still will turn to days of yore, 
Awaking thoughts that stir us to the core — 
Thoughts, liaply, of old kings, or Him who came 
To win a regal crown, or die with fame. 
The last hope of the Stewarts. On our shore 
Almost alone he leapt; but soon he gained 
Triumphant laurels on the field of fight; 
Till dark Culloden quenched his sun in gore. 
What pangs that soaring soul must have sustained, 
When, from his flying bark, with land in sight. 
He bade a Throne adieu for evermore ! 
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FARE-thee-weel, thou bonnie river, 
Rowin' by my ain Dundee; 
Aft in days gane by for ever, 

Thou hast borne my love and me. 
Thou hast heard, in days departed, 

Vows that nane could hear but thee; 
Now thou scest me broken-hearted — 
Tay, adieu ! adieu, Dundee ! 

On thy waves a light is flEi'in*, 

Buddy as the rose in June; 
Some may trow it is the dawin' 

Glinting frae the lift abune: — 
Weel I ken thou art but blushing 

That a maid so fialse could be ! 
Like thy springs my tears are gushing-— 

Tay, adieu ! adieu, Dundee ! 

IN other days I visited a Cot, 
Sheltered behind a clump of lowly trees. 
Upon the scene one came, not by degrees 
But suddenly, and marvelled whose the lot 
To own that Eden in the lonely spot. 
The haunt of birds it was, the home of bees; 
And Nature seemed her flower-press to the lees 
There to have strained, while Art had passed it not. 
How changed the scene ! A Husband smce has died, 
To whom the place had been the charge of years; 
And sorely now a tending hand it needs. 
Yet tributes to the past have been supplied: — 
The willow seems to weep the widow s tears — 
Briars and nettles are her mourning weeds. 
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''In Mm fl-Ennittg/' 

0! WHO to love would tamely bow, 
And waste his life in sighs 1 
O ! who for woman's broken vow 

Would dim his manly eyes? 
Be mine no more the brow of care. 

Too often worn before: 
By all the starry host, I swear 

To think of love no more ! 
No more, no more of loving, of loving as of yore. 

No more, no more of loving. 

The joy that springs from truthful love 

The true alone can know; 
It seems a taste of bliss above. 

Foretasted here below. 
But woman's guiles, and woman's wiles, 

So vex us to the core, 
That wisdom bids us shun her smiles, 

And think of love no more. 
No more, no more of loving, of loving as before. 

No more, no more of lovmg.. 

And yet, her winning glance and voice, 

With all her many ^arms. 
May bar the freedom of our choice, 

And laugh at all our arms. 
And were but Heart with Beauty joined, 

And Sense and Wit in store, 
Who would not gladly change his mind. 

And think of love once more? 
Then more and more of loving, of loving as of yore, 

Then more and more of loving. 
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I. 

XT AIL ! Cradle of Civilisation, rocked 

-■-■- On the parental bosom of the Nile ! 

Say, what induced thy primal race to pile 

Stones upon stones, till Heaven itself seemed mocked 

Bj human structures rivalling its own? 

Whence sprang those stairj edifices, held 

As antique wonders by the seers of eld, 

Who, through their pens, made earth to earth first 

known 1 
The Abyssinian snows, in other days, 
Upswelled the Nile as now. Skill-less to form 
As yet fit barks to breast that flood of dread, 
Would Nature not incite rude men to raise 
Some Refuge, high above the watery storm ? 
And give w&t marvel birth, a Pyramid? 

II. 

" A ND is this all?" the Multitude may ask:— 
■^ Or, haply, men, in hoar antiquity 
Deep-read, may chiefly scout the theory. 
That the erection of these piles — a task 
For countless hands throufi^hout uncounted years— > 
Had nought in view more dignified and gn^d, 
Than but to save the rabble of the land. 
Instead of tombing Kings, and Priests, and Peers. 
Reflect we calmly. If for ends as great. 
As are their selves, these Pyramids were reared. 
Could such ends be to please some Prince, whose date 
Must have passed by long ere the work appeared? 
To save a nation from the stroke of fa,te, 
Had been an aim worthier these piles revered ! 
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High spirits, too, were they whom he, 

The Marshal-Duke of France, 
Was wont to guide, in all their pride, 

With glittering sword and lance. 
When he bade the brazen eagles flee, 

And on the foe advance. 

Yes ! gallant armies were they both 

That played that dreadful game, 
When hung the fskte of Spain's estate 

In scales of steel and flame, 
And her echoes rung with the soldier's oath. 

Shouting his leader's name. 

Tagus and Douro heard the sounds; 

They swelled the Ebro's breeze; 
Louder their roar as they neared the shore 

Of the Biscayan seas; 
Till at length they passed the Spanish bounds. 

Scaring the Pyrenees. 

Foot to foot, and hand to hand, 

Fighting each inch of way. 
The GsmI gave place, without disgrace. 

To the victor of Assaye. 
Though overcome, a braver band 

Saw never battle-day. 

Let Britons not those laurels seek — 

So oft before excelled — 
When, di'iven to rest in troubled nest, 

Toulouse the eagle held; 
And he strove, with talons and with beak, 

That his foe might be repelled. 

No; let us rather gladly yield 
To valiant Soult his meed ! 



U4 
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Let England joj^ withoot tlLojy 

That &te had so decreed. 
That the hero of foil many a field 

Should stoop alone to need I 

Thej met again 1 As foes thej met. 

In that eTentfdl hour. 
When Waterloo beheld anew 

The eagle soar in power; 
And Napoleon fell, hj fUe beset — 

A tempest-stricken tower t 

Once more thej metl And oft as thcj 
From height to height had scanned. 

Through the qoiiiL g^^^ whate'er might pass 
Within each other's band. 

Now first with front to front, men say. 
Did these two Teterans stand. 

In peace they met: — ^bnt, oh, how changed! 

The hosts on hosts of men. 
To whom their beck gaye scope or check 

Upon the battle-plain. 
Would, had their eyes athwart them ranged. 

Hare known them not again. 

Feeble and aged men they were! * 

Oh ! that mine eye the while 
Could but have seen what passed between 

These warriors without guile — 
That I had heard their memories rare, 

And marked each sigh and smile! 



* Soult and Wellington stood face to face for the first 
time, as friends, at the Coronation of Queen Vietoriay whra 
the fonner appeared as Envoy of France. 







POBMS. 115 



The hail, the shout, the charging cry, 

And all the stir of war — 
The trumpet's hray, the charger's neigh, 

The thundering cannon-car — 
The glory of the victory — 

Were thoughts from them afar ! 

In times to come, though men no more 
With erring minds shall view 

The game of war, as the noblest far 
That mortals can pursue. 

These two shall rank, op every shore. 
With the Lnmortal Few! 



0! BEAUTIFUL among the monuments 
Art thou that rearest here thy tapering 
pile 
In the young Athens of our northern isle. 
Honouring the mighty genius, high intents. 
And higher deeds of Him whom Fame pre- 
sents 
As peerless, amid numberless compeers, 
A rival to the famed of long-past years. 
Although no lettered phrase thy frume indents. 
Thy aim is bodied forth from peak to base. 
While grand in whole, refined in every part; 
Fantastic, yet symmetrical; and dressed 
In all the carved romance of Gk)thic days; 
A fitting emblem of our Scott thou art, 
In which his mind, life, works, are all ex- 
pressed. 



ON a bank of flowers, in the simmer hours, 
I love to tent the bee, 
As it steals sweet drink for its far-off bink, 

Frae blooming rose and pea. 
But aye when I say to my ain dear May, 
Let me, love, try the bee's pretty way, 
With a fa, la, la, la, la, and a (&, la, la, la, la, 
She laughs, and says me nay. 

On a bank of flowers, when the sunny showers 

Are &'ing fast and clear, 
Then wi' cowering cheek will the lily seek 

A bield below the brier. 
But aye when I pray, that in sorrow's day 
My love would lean on mysel' that way, 
Wi' a £a, la, &c,, 

She jeers at all I say. 

On a bank of flowers, when the gloaming lours, 

And steeks the daisy's e'e, 
I would hae my dear but to stay and hear 

A true-love tale frae me. 
But, although she kens that to mean her wrang 
I lo'e o'er weel, and have lo'ed o'er lang, 
! fa, la, la, &c,, 

Is aye her scomfu' sang. 

But the earth has flowers, in its green-leaved bowers, 

Baith monifald and fair, 
Tho' we mayna trow o' the airt they grow. 

Until we seek wi' care. 
Sae my pridefu' May may find out some day. 
That to bend in time is a woman's way; 
And that fa, la, &c., 

Should ne'er true love repay. 
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[Ovid, the Spenser of Latin Poesy, rests so mncb for his effect on copions 
felicity of expression, that it is as difficnlt to translate him rightly, as it 
would be to pnt the ** Fairy Qae^i" into a Roman fpurb. His kutea 
i$bertas Is as hard to render as the preari eopia lactU of Horace. The one, 
in English phrase, Is delicioas new milk ; the other, fine old cheese. This 
address of Ovid to his mistress bnt gives a slight idea' of his wondrous 
ease and fluency of thought and diction.] 

FIRST o'er the waters of the wondering sea 
The Bark of Pelos steered her passage free, 
Bearing aloft, amid the whirling deep, 
Her ill-won prize, the golden-coated Sheep. 
O ! that that ship had drunk the bitter wave. 
So might no other dare the course to brave I 
But lo ! Corinna leaves her home and me, 
To tempt the dangers of the fickle sea. 
What fears for thee each wind, love, will call forth, 
The West, or East, the South, or stormy North ! 
No cities there, no groves shall glad thine eye. 
One blank around of dull cerulean dye: 
No slender shells or bright-hued stones are found, 
Save where the ocean laves the thirsty ground. 
White-footed maids may print the sandy shore; 
The dark, deep sea, let firmer hearts explore. 
Let others tell of battling winds and toils. 
Where Scylla yawns, or where Charybdis boils. 
How wild Ceraunia's steep the seaman daunts, 
Where quicksands lurk, what bay Malea haunts. 
Such things let others paint; do thou but hear — 
A pictured stoma hurts not the listening ear. 
Too late you gaze ashore, when, sails unfurled, 
Through the wide deep the glittering keel is hurled. 
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The anxious seaman, when the tempests rave, 

In every billow views perchance his grave. 

What if old Triton rouse the angry sea? 

How fast the roses from thy cheeks would flee ! 

Then would thy voice the stars for aid implore, 

Crying, " O happy they who stay ashore ! 

O^ had I kept my couch, my books, my fire. 

And been content to wi^e my Threician lyre!" 

But if my warning words are lost in air. 

Still may thy bark be Galatea's care; 

On her, and on her Nereid mates, shall lie 

The blame, if one so beautiful should die ! 

Go then, my love ! and let thy home-bound sails 

Be spread, for my sake, soon to favouring gales. 

Then let old Nereus hither bend the seas. 

Let tides roll hither, hither blow the breeze; 

Pray thou that zephyrs only stir the air, 

And ev'n to trim the tackle lend thy care. 

I from the shore will first thy bark espy, 

And, "lo! she comes, my idol comes!" will cry: 

These arms and lips shall give thee welcome meet, 

And blood-stained altars tny return shall greet. 

In couch-like form the shore-sand shall be stored. 

And one large heap shall be our festive board. 

Then shalt thou tell me all, amid our wine — 

How nigh thy bark was buried in the brine; 

And how, to me returning, neither night 

Nor stormy east winds filled thee with aflright. 

All this, though feigned, I will as truth receive; 

Why should I not a tale so sweet believe? 

With unreined steeds, may the bright star of Day 

Bring round all this as swiftly as he may ! 



"> 



V 



POEMS. 119 

i 



(gmigtflttta' Inng^ 



fXN the hills of our fathers the sunset is stream- 
" ing, 

I see their brown peaks from the wave: — 
Upon thena in splendour the day-god is beaming, 
That cherished more fondly may be, in our dream- 

The last glimpse of home which he gave. 

We thank thee, bright sun! for we still would re- 
member 

The scenes that around us have smiled; 
Our theme shall they be on the eves of December, 
When brightly and cheerily glows the red ember. 

Afar on our hearths of the wil^. 

Our children shall hear of their forefathers' glory, 

And lisp in the tongue which they spake; 
The triumphs of peace, and the victor-fields gory, 
Embalmed in our songs, and recorded in story. 
Their young emulation shall wake. 

Yes, Scotland! by us in our joy and our sorrow. 

Thy name ever hallowed shall be; 
Though far from thy shores shall we be ere the 

morrow, 
A gem from thy crown shall we strive still to borrow, 

And ever be worthy of thee. 



120 



> 



THOUGH the Germanic blood predominfttes 
Within thj veins, O Ladj of the Land! 
Remember thou, that, of the glorious band 
Of kings, thj sires, who ruled these sea-girt statei^ 
The Normans were half Gallic ere thej came; 
And that the Tudors were of Gwaelseh descent; 
While the old Stewart race, the pediment 
On which thj Guelphic Others based their claim 
To island-swaj, mixed freely with the GaeL 
Disdain not, then, fair Queen of the broad lands 
Which the bright orb of day for erer lights, 
To rank thyself within the Celtic pale 
Of kindred. Entire Britain, which commands 
The world, in this great tie with thee unites. 



Inri 3d|hi EussbIL 



[NmiIt thirty yean Bgo, the Poet Moore addreeeed a SemooatrMiee to 
Lord John RniseU, on hearing that nobleman. In a moment of patxlotie 
deapoDdeney, intimate lome idea of girinff np all poUtical pnraoita. The 
aoeomptnylng llnea form so far an imitation of thoae of ttie Bard of Erin, 
with an application to later circnmitancea. Another Stateaman, howerer, 
from hia tnperior position betwixt Ariatocraey and Democraey, woo the 
largest ihare of the lanrels here prognosticated for Lord John RnaaelL] 

0! WELL Bung the Poet in days that are past, 
And England for ever may hallow the strain, 
When he bade thee pursue thy high course to the 
last, 
Though thy patriot-cares for a time might be vain. 



POEMS. 121 

Well did he remind thee, that one of thy race 
To Liberty vowed by libations of blood, 

Ought still, when her struggles with tyrants take 
place. 
To soar in the tempest, and mount on the flood. 

Since thus spoke the bard, O ! how well thy career 
Hath fulfilled all the promise of earlier days, 

Till now, wljpn the good thy known virtues revere, 
And thy name is the dread of the false and the 
base. 

Long, long had old Bigotry's nightmare-remains 
Held conscience impressed with its fetters ab- 
horred; 

Thy efforts unbound from the injured his chains, 
And the long-denied dues of Religion restored. 

The cause for which Gerrald, and Palmer, and Muir, 

Were branded as felons, and exiled afar — 
'Twas thine to announce its great truths, and se- 
cure 
The rights of which despots their land would de- 
bar. 

And higher, still higher, thy fame may ascend 
On pinions derived from fresh benefits done, 

Till to thine the renown of thy fathers shall bend. 
And thy country acknowledge no worthier son. 

Then onwards, true Statesman! pause not in the 
race. 
Let doubtings nor dangers thy spirit appall; 
Pame proffers a chaplet thy temples to grace. 
More fair than thy past ones, more glorious than 
all. 



O! peertesB in story his titles dun be. 

Who shall €cnl those who gire os for hreftd but a 
stone; 
Who shall chaise the lamentings of millions to g^ee. 
And make Famine and Want in oar bright isle 
unknown. 

Hirii pa^iot, forwards l and funt not in sool 
Thoogh conntlesB impediments stand in thj wi^; 

Aasnred of sacoess, press thou on to the goal. 
And honours immortal th j toils shall repaj ! 



[TmfWfd ftom Count Alfired De Yigny.] 

COME and fear not, gentle one. 
Come o'er the sea; 
Portionless and all alone, 

Come thou with me. 
See ! how gaily in the sun 

My pennons fly 
Over mast, and sail, and gun ! 
Tis a shell — ^yet, peered by none^ 
King there am I. 

Land was made but for the slave, 

Fair love of mine ! 
But the free, the bright, the brave, 

Theirs is the brine. 
Mystic stores its waters haVe 

^^ioy and glee; 
Every murmur from its wave 
Speaks of love, and chants a stave 
Of liberty ! 
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"VrO fancied dweller by Castalian springs, 

^ Nor airy haunter of the cloven hill, 

Gave, Moir, unto thee the power and will 

To touch the lyre, and from its unloth strings 

To draw forth strains which glide, on viewless wings, 

Into the heart's recesses — as a rill 

Moveth bush-hidden to the deep, and still. 

While moving, audibly and sweetly sings ! 

The spark that lights the flame of song in thee 

Comes from no source existent but in dreams; 

An eye that views all nature lovingly — 

A heart from which kind feeling ever streams — 

These are the prompters of thy minstrelsy, 

And eloquent of these are all thy themes ! 



" Have you heard of a Spanish lady, 
How she loved an English man 7"— Old BaUadL 

"PULL gaily shines the festal light, 

•*• The red wine flows amain. 

And many a blithesome footstep moves 

To many a blithesome strain: 
Don Manuel feasts his friends to-night, 

In a castle-hall of Spain. 

His child, his sole one, smiles to all 
The welcome of the hour. 
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And not a young Hidalgo there 
But owns her beauty's power, 

And would for life become her thrall 
In castle, cot, or bower. 

But Baltasara gives to none 

Of her nation's Cavaliers 
The kindly glance, so long besought 

With prayers, and sighs, and tears: 
A gallant English Youth hath won 

The love of her young years. 

Calm is his port, and mild his look; 

Yet he his sword can draw. 
As, on a night of fear and blood, 

That Spanish household saw. 
When, for their sakes, he dared to brook 

The sabre of Murat. 

But on young Beauchamp now are bent 

Glances of jealous ire; 
He only smiles — her love he hath. 

And that of her good sire; 
And, having this so rich content, 

No more doth he require. 

Juan to Baltasara long 

His fruitless vows had paid. 
And bitter vengeance hath he sworn 

To wreak upon the maid; 
And all his deadly schemes of wrong 

This night must be essayed. 

He speaks, amid some casual lull. 
And speaks of gallant deeds. 
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Such as the Matadors perform 

When, on the listed meads, 
They brave the furious mountain-bull, 

Till the stricken monster bleeds. 

" Poor are the bear-sports of the north," 

He says, " to those of Spain; 
Poorer the game to hunt the wolf, 

Always half famine-slain; 
Poorest to drive some base fox forth. 

Which scarce can bite again." 

Young Beauchamp casts an eye of fire 

Upon the speaker here. 
For England's name and England's sports 

Are unto none more dear: 
But scorn represses soon his ire. 

And calms again his cheer. 

On moves the wily Juan still, 

With taunts of similar kind, 
Which, while unworthy of reply, 

Their mark most surely find: 
They work on Beauchamp grievous ill — 

But worse remains behind. 

His pain doth Baltasara see 

With yet a deeper pain; 
She feels, as if within her own. 

The tumult in his brain; 
She loves him so devotedly ! — 

She is a girl of Spain ! 

She looks around, and notes the mirth, 
The covert shrugs and smiles; 
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Of all her better, sounder sense, 
The scene the maid beguiles: — 

" Oh ! could he strike the bull to earth, 
And mock at all their wiles T' 

Thrice £atal whisper! but half heard, 

Nor meant at all to be: — 
Oh ! wretched maid, thy lover sits 

Too fondly near to thee ! 
* By flame-spots is his white brow marred- 

He scarce can hear or see. 

Though Baltasara, with a glance 

Of scorn on all around. 
Winds in his own her lovely arm, 

As loving arms are wound. 
And woos him back into the dance — 

The dart its mark hath found. 

That festal scene is over now. 
And all the guests are gone. 

Within his lonely chamber sits 
Young Beauchamp all alone; 

His hands sustain his bending brow. 
His eyes are fixed as stone. 

Suddenly starts he to his feet, 

" And can it be," he cries, 
" That I, whose sire with one blow slew 

A bull of monster-size. 
Shall from such pettier strife retreat. 

In Baltasara's eyes?" 

A firm resolve is made. And then 
His step thenceforth is free; 



••' 



POEMS. 

And daily to his lady's eyes 

He shows new store of glee; 
Bnt the time is fast approaching when 

All men the end shall see. 

Never did Seville send abroad 

A more superb array, 
Of ladies and of cavaliers, 

Than those beheld that day, 
When six huge bulls the area trod, 

And the picadors made play. 

At length the scene of death begins, 

And brute on brute is slain. 
And yet the ladies look thereon, 

With scarce one pang of pain; 
For custom still the empire wins, 

And they are girls of Spain. 

The last and fiercest bull appears. 
The stinging darts are thrown. 

And loud cries for the matador 
From side to side have flown: 

Youthful he is, 'tis said, in years, 
But for his worth well known. 

" Oh ! father, why," in whisper soft, 

Doth Baltasara say, 
" Why sits not Beauchamp with us heret 

Oh! where can he delay?" 
" Hush, child," replied the father oft, 

" Fear not; he will not stray." 
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She saw her lover once — no more ! 
By bribes and promised grace, 



Beaucbamp had wmng reluctant leare 

The last fierce bull to face; 
And came, in garb of matador, ^ 

To fill another's place. 

By all but one he passed unknown — 

Love ever love descries: — 
One glance sufficed to tell the truth 

To Baltasara's eyes; 
And back she sunk, like senseless stone, 

Amid the crowd's surprise. 

Soon she revived — ^too soon — and sat 

With far outstretched hands; 
Her lips moved quickly, but her tongue 

Obeyed not her commands; 
And still she signed, but none knew what, 

Of all the circling bands. 

And thus, with pale and chilly brow, 

And pale and chilly cheek. 
She gazed in stupor, as gaze they 

Who know not what they seek: 
For still the words refused to flow — 

She moaned, but could not speak. 

One glance young Beauchamp on her threw. 

Then turned to face his foe. 
His left hand held the light red flag 

To blind it with the show; 
His right hand forth his good sword drew. 

To strike the mortal blow. 

Firm was his look, dauntless his heart. 
Nor had he scorned to note 
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How the quick matadors impierce 

The rushing monster's throat, 
Till to the earth, by skilful art, 

The enemy is brought. 

One rush is made — one blow is given — 

And a nimble leap aside 
Has saved young Beauchamp from the fate 

He else had underlied; 
Again, again 'the steel is driven 

Into the bleeding side ! 

But yet the bull is unsubdued: — 

And, with unflinching eye. 
Young Beauchamp now prepares his sword 

A final thrust to try. 
The blow is firm, the aim is good — 

Low doth the monster lie. 

But, ah ! its furious impulse bore 

The slayer to the ground, 
Ere he could either quit his sword. 

Or draw it from the wound ! 
And in his breast, near the heart's core. 

One horn an entrance foimd. 

And yet he sprang upon his feet, 

And drew his reeking blade; 
He waved it, with the flag aloft. 

And signs of triumph made; 
Then moved, as if his love to greet. 

But fell ere word was said ! 

He fell, to rise from earth no more! 
Hushed sat the shuddering crowd. 
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Till on their hearing burst a cry, 
Prolonged, and wild, and loud:— 

So deep was the despair it bore, 
All hearts to ruth were bowed. 

" Through me," did Baltasara cry, 
" He died through me alone T* 

These were the only words she spake :- 
And, ere three days were gone, 

To seek the loved one in the sky, 
That loving soul had flown ! 



Illflll— Ht ^tiXfL 



[** Thon Shalt be desolate, Mount Seir, and idl IdnmeAl I will tat off 
from it him that passeth out, and him that retorneth.**] 

AMID the sands of Idumean plains. 
Are seen the traces of an ancient city. 
So wholly ruinous, that awe and pity 
Assail the pilgrim who thereto attains — 
The while oblivious of those warning strains 
In which his cry inspired Ezekiel lifts 
Against the very gazers on the clefts 
Of Selah, this sad scene where Silence reigns. 
Bocks, naked, high and steep, hem in the 

place. 
Which was the site of happy homes of old; 
Tombs yawn around cavernous; and a race 
Of scorpions have found there a lurking-hold. 
Woes me! that man should deem his own that 

case: — 
Blest once, now wrecked; snake-wrung, sad, lone, 

and cold ! 
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[The first stanza of this piece is a tngmetat firom the pen of Tannahill.] 

THE lasses a' leugh^ and the carline flate, < 
But Maggie was sitting fit' ourie an' blate; 
Her silly auld auntie she couldna conteen, 
How brawly she was kissed jestreen; 

Kissed yestreen, kissed yestreen, 
How brawly she was kissed yestreen; 
She blethered it round to her foe and her frien', 
How brawly she was kissed yestreen. 

Young Maggie had keepit her tryst by the tree, 
And aye she had ferlied where Patie could be; 
But now she was tauld how the silly auld quean 

By Pate himsel' was kissed yestreen; 
Kissed yestreen, kissed yestreen, 

By Pate himsel' was kissed yestreen. 
If fause to his promise the lad hadna been. 

How was the carline kissed yestreen? 

Sair vexed wi' their daffin', puir Maggie she rase, 
And down the green loanin' she dander^d her ways. 
Where nae ane could see her, or hear her compleen. 

That gawkie had been kissed yestreen; 
Kissed yestreen, kissed yestreen. 

That gawkie had been kissed yestreen; 
Where nane could mak' light o' the tears in her e'en, 

For carline being kissed yestreen. 

Beside the white birk she stood dowie and wae, 
Till a voice at her lug made her jump like a rae; 
" O dinna gang frae me," it whispered, " my queen. 
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Nor do as ye did when kissed yestreen; 

Kissed yestreen, kissed yestreen. 
Nor do as ye did when ki^ed yestreen; 
A ssdr heart, Maggie, to me ye ha'e gi*en. 
By leayin' me sae when kissed yestreen.** 

The lassie was donbtfu' and dour for a wee, 
But she cried in the end, wi' a smile in her e'e, 
'' I believe my ain laddie, and carena a preen 

Altho* the carline was kissed yestreen; 
Kissed yestreen, kissed yestreen, 

Altho' the carline was kissed yestreen; 
Since ye took her for me, what for should I grene, 

Altho' the auld fool was kissed yestreen !** 
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OFT as I pace at eve the lonely lane, 
Which leads to my retired, suburban home, 
Rich glimpses have I of the Heavenly Dome, 
When it appears a beauteous pasture-plain 
To flocks all Golden-Fleeced, such as might train 
New Argonauts to higher jeopardies — 
Or as a Sea, where, with gilt blazonries. 
Ride kingly fleets, intent afar to gain 
New emperies. Entranced I gaze awhile: 
But soon unbidden tears begin to flow. 
It is not that, by contrast. Earth seems vile; 
But that, beneath this vast supernal show 
Of spheres, for all their loveliness of smile. 
Life, Sin, and Death may reign, as here below. 
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[" Dear Thirty-Nine I " "So, farewell, poor Thirty-Nine I " " Fare- 
well, poor Thirty-Nine 1 what a portion of my life has been spent in thee t 
Thou hast sheltered me Arom the prime of life to its decHne, and now I 
must bid f^ood bye to thee 1 **— 5tr Walter ScotCs Diary, alluding to No. 89 
CasUe Street, long his abode in EdMrnrgK} 

UNHONOURED by the passing throng, 
Dear Thirty-Nine, thou art, 
Unhonoured, haply, wilt be long, 
Though genius, soul, and heart. 
Wisdom, and wit, and heavenly song. 
Might well to thee impart 
A fitting power the passer's breast to warm. 
If e'er such attributes to stone gave such a charm. 

A spirit of diviner mould 

Was never lent to earth, 
To hallow mountain, lake, and wold, 

To brighten hall and hearth, 
To draw sweet wisdom from things old. 
And give new treasures birth — 
Than that which breathed erewhile within these walls. 
Freighting each breath with tales and pleasant ma- 
drigals. 

Strange things are we ! — ^that ever look 

With scorn upon our own, 
And only such grey wrecks can brook 

As Time has overthrown: — . 
Yea, as we love the stunning rook 
That maketh old trees known. 
So hold we ev'n deformities most dear. 
When we through them are told, that " Time's hand 
has been here 1" 
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On him, dear Thirty-Nine, who past 

Beneath thy roof his prime, 
Not yet is planted, firm and fast, 

The current stamp of Time: 
Still on the air the moanings last 
Of that funereal chime. 
Which pealed above his newly hearsed remains, 
Mingling with sounds of wail from all Old Scot- 
land's plains. 

Not yet on him hath sifting age 

Its charter-seal imprest: — 
But, though for others such a gage 

May well be in request. 
He, surely, and his glorious page, 
Needs not old Time's attest, 
So high he soared above his whole compeers, 
One of the great who rise, once in a thousand years. 

Yet ev'n with him doth tyrant use 

Still vindicate its right. 
And every careless passer views. 

As some base common sight. 
This modern temple of the muse — 
The source whence such delight 
As never welled from one sole fount before, 
Flowed o'erthe charmed earth,like sea without a shore. 

A potent rival, it is true. 

Dear Thirty-Nine, thou hast, 
A rural pile o'er which he threw 

A glory doomed to last; 
And herefrom partly may accrue 
Less reverence for the past, \ 
Less keen remembrance of the scenes bygone. 
With which thou wert mixed up, and wert mixed up 
alone. 
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But come there surely will a day 

When thou shalt have the meed 
Of honour due from grave and gay, 

From all whose eyes can read: 
Yes ! every stone thy walls display 
Shall yet be as a creed 
By which the pilgrims of the earth shall swear, 
While musing on the mighty one, once dwelling there. 

With fondest love Ferrara keeps 

Her Ariosto's chair, 
And o'er his sculptured ink- vase weeps. 

Whence issued streams so rare; 
And we — ^whose bard clamb loftier steeps, 
And breathed sublimer air — 
We shall not long neglect this sacred shrine. 
Our northern Ariosto's home, dear Thirty-Nine ! 

:]^nrtroit nf SHI ^mpw. 

TS this indeed thy likeness, Nelly Gwynne? 
-'- The graceful outlines, and the hues so bland. 
Do seem to speak a Lelie's master-hand, 
And show us charms that might too aptly win 
The easy Charles to his besetting sin. 
These lips, as rosy as the new-cullied cherry; 
Eyes, with their sidelong glance, melting and merry; 
Cheeks of unpurchased bloom, and snowy skin; 
Such were thy gifts, poor Nell ! And of the many, 
Whom kingly homage raised to luckless note, 
Thou only (to thine honour be it told) 
Didst scorn to sell thy influence to any. 
Clevelands and Portsmouths, unlike thee, were 

bought, 4 

And bartered regal grace for foreign gold. 
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TN these brief words, "We meet no more!' 
-^ An awfdl meaning lies; 
They bid me deem all feeling o'er, 

And every sense despise: — 
No more ! if I see her no more, 

What use to me have Eyes? 

If never more that voice — which air, 
Like some live thing that hears, 

Seemed charmed upon its wings to bear — 
Shall come to chase my fears, 

To swell my joy and soothe my care. 
What use to me have Ears? 

! if this hand may never feel 

The clasp of hers again. 
Nor round that lovely form may steal. 

Her heart to mine to strain. 
Its power of Touch, for woe or weal, 

Exists to me in vain. 

The air of heaven no perfume hath 

For me, but as it brings 
The sweetness of that dear one's breath 

Upon its wandering wings; 
Fragrance were lost to mej' if death 

Took her from earthly things. 

If I no more the cup may kiss 
Which her soft lips have pressed, 

Nor prove again the deeper bliss 
By those two lips possessed. 

Nought then to Taste can come amiss, 
Nothing thenceforth be blessed. 



\ 
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All that this life to me may briDg, 

Of hope, and peace, and mirth, . 
From her was ever wont to spring — 

Through her alone had birth: 
Met we " No More," Bliss were a thing 

Unknown to me on earth ! 



$^xints unit :^ilgrims. 

[fEOM the latin of GEORGE BUCHANAN.] 

SAY, Pilgrim ! wandering over lands and waves. 
What wouldst thou here ? What end thy tra- 
vel craves? 
No shrined divinity by Me is claimed; 
Of wasted wood and stone my form is framed; 
A thing that gives to worms and insects birth, 
Vile before heaven, a mockery to earth. 
Celestial Power no mean abodes contain, 
Nor piles X)f stone upreared by hands of men. 
That Spirit which sea, earth, and air hold not. 
Can be imprisoned in no single spot. 
To find the Saviour, search the secret soul. 
And deeply muse on each inspired scroll; 
View that great globe which is thine own abode: — 
There is the Fane, the Sanctuary of God ! 
But whoso joys to kiss mere wood alone. 
And spreads vain colours on material stone. 
Must perish, since alive he worships dust. 
And on Inanimation rests his trust. 
If paintings please thee, paint no carious tree, 
But tinge thy mind with white Simplicity. 
Thou hast at home what, after all thy toils 
In roaming earth, but from thy search the while 
recoils. 



us n«HS. 
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"laWfttew of wifalfflWd rcBowB.**— AMfafTj 



1XK)R Friend, so lately lost, thon wert of thoee 

^ Thtw memorablj charactered by one. 

Destined himself unhappilj to nm 

His course, long ere its natural term of close. 

Gentle and kindly feelings dwelt within 

Thy breast, and Genius ofttimes lent its rajB 

To li^^iten, with the brightness of their blaze. 

The workings of thy art. But to begin 

With fine fresh impulse on a noble way 

Is easier than to hold on to the end; 

And though full many a choicest apiece was thrown 

From off thy easel, still thy best thoughts lay 

All undeveloped to the last, my Friend, 

Leaving thee heir to ^ unfulfilled renown !*^ 



[The Sports of the Borden were long conducted under the eye d 

Jamet Hogg.] 

THESE are the sons of the brave who fell 
When the trumpet rung on Flodden, 
And the Flowers whom the Forest loved so well 
Low, low in the clay were trodden. 

These are the sons of the good who died 
For the faith of a suffering nation, 

Chanting their hymns on the green hill-side, 
To the God of their salvation. 
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Where are the annals of heroes on earth 

That rank with their own in story? 
Where is the land that hath given birth 

To names that are higher in glory? 

Have they fallen from the valour of old? 

Is the might of their race departed? 
Are their sinews cast in a weaker mould 

Than their sires, the lion-hearted? 

No ! gaze on the manly forms that are here 

For the prize of fame contending, 
From the bounds of the Border, far and near. 

In the sports of their fathers blending ! 

And see, with the fire of youth in his veins. 
Their Shepherd Bard to guide them. 

Bright as of old when he warbled his strains 
To his mountain-flock beside him. 

These brave hearts would bleed, at their country's 
need, ' 

As their fathers, the famous in story, 
And a strain would be sung, while the war-note rung. 

To cheer them to death or to glory ! 



^\i lnlMn'0 $nim\V 



"PAREWEUrto thee, my Mary, 
^ Farewell to thee awhile; 
Fain would I longer tarry 
Beneath thy loving snule; 



un 



Bm Btero and preflsiiij]: dntr 

Canape}?: mv now away. 
Anil LoTc. dear maid. Mid Beratr. 

Must btiw beneath its swav. 

Farewell tf» thee, mv Marv. 

PaTowell awhile to thee; 
i > Tell me. do 3 carry 

Tm heart awav with me? 
!^\ own } leave behind mc. 

Yhai fldll. by ni^rht and day, 
X i nun of hini remind thee 

Vhi» wanders far awav. 

F'are^v.r. to thee, mr Marv. 

-Awhile iv thee furrwell; 
Xi«> e^»ery fiuardian fftiry 

Tinc.hwt^ tiw»e witii its spell. 
Aiu' tJtou. whej: 1 am xnminjr 

*. hter more arroAs. the foam. 
^iiulh i\t «. briirhi lamp burning 

T* ;ruide me xc mv home. 



f Tii'f: iaiiroL 
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T jTVft^ me., pwtny Book, {inme jwan 
Ttx yf?i nnioillipd o^harmi: to foudn 
^T"iu: ani'hi from flnoh a pen ai: mine. 
VThici;. 't* Lile ii* cbosky drops. 'boroa'W' 
Tiiy jiftiT ,if puriiy, can 1«it«^ 

J^ouaL; rt^eompensf in thoiiuviiit «• Kne* 
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Still is this one thing in mj power. 
That, though no bright, poetic flower 

May by my hand be planted here, 
No word at least, shall bear a sense 
To flush the cheek of innocence. 

Or call to modest eyes a tear. 

And be the humble task now mine, 
To counsel that no single line — 

No sketch by pen or pencil traced — 
Be ever in this volume found, 
If such as possibly can wound. 

The purest mind, the nicest taste. 

Let this fair Book, from first to last. 
Be such that virtue's self may cast 

Her glance with frequent pleasure there; 
Let all, in sooth, be like the maid 
For whom its treasures are arrayed. 

Graceful and gentle, good and fair. 



(D! "^unh ut tjiB Mmn. 



0! BONNIE are the howes,. 
And sunny are the knowes. 
That feed the kye and ewes 

Where my life's mo.m dawned; 
And brightly glance the rills 
That spring amang the hills. 
And ca' the merry mills. 
In my ain dear land. 
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Bat now I canna see 
The lambies on the lea, 
Nor hear the heather>bee, 

On this far, far strand; 
I see nae father's ha', 
Nae bumie's waterfa'. 
But wander far awa' 

Frae my ain dear land. 

My heart was free and light, 
My ingle burning bright, 
Wnen ruin cam' by night, 

Thro' a foe's fell brand: 
I left my native air, 
I gaed — to come nae mair! — 
And now I sorrow sair 

For my ain dear land. 

But blithely wUl I bide 
Whate'cr may yet betide. 
When ane is by my side, 

On this far, far strand: 
My Jean will soon be here. 
This waefu' heart to cheer. 
And dry the fa'ing tear 

For my ain dear land. 



[from the latin of GEORGE BUCHANAN.] 

IF one there be who deems that human souls 
Live not beyond the grave, or who so acts, 
Believing otherwise, as to have Hell 



POSMS. 148 

And its eternal pains before his eyes, 

He rightly may lament in life his fate, 

May dread the tomb, and wake the woe of friends. 

But from thy friends though prematurely snatdsd 

By death, grown envious of thy high designs, 

Thou, Calvin, shouldst call forth no weak regrets, 

No idle tears, no vain funereal shows. 

Freed now from cares, and from the bonds of earth, 

Thou boldest heaven, and closely dost enjoy 

The God by thee in spirit worshipped long. 

Pure light in purest light dost thou behold. 

And, filled with the infused divinity, 

Tastest without alloy eternal life — 

Which sorrow never taints, nor hope exalts 

To empty jov, nor any fears assail, 

Nor pains which vex the flesh-imprisoned soul. 

This day which rescued thee from bitter cares 

I well may call thy natal day, on which 

Thou to thy Home retumest in the skies. 

And after the despites of banishment. 

With spirit fearful of no second death. 

Raised above fortune, enterest lengthened life. 

For as in all the sections of the frame. 

When soul is there, motion and life exist. 

And vigour permeates each ^gile limb; 

And as, that soul once gone, it moveless lies, 

The putrid substance of a mass of clay; 

So of the spirit God the spirit is. 

Whom wanting, it is plunged in deepest gloom, 

And, easily deceived by empty seeming. 

Clasps still the shadowy forms of good and ill. 

What time the Influence Divine is there, 

The darkness flies, with all illusive shows; 

And the eternal naked front of truth 

Displays itself in Day, which never eve 

May shroud at bidding of importunate Night. 




Though thus in port received, 'mid heaven's ap- 
plause, 
And resting placidly in grateful calm, 
Io4idious death can yet not wholly reave 
Calvin from earth. Eternal monuments 
Of thy high genius shall remain; and when 
The torch of envy languishes betimes. 
On every shore where pure Eeligion shines. 
Thy fame shall spread and flourish evermore. 



(Siunu ^irtnrio h Irntlttiiir. 



"DEAL ye the trumpet loudly, 

■■■ That the strain may resound through the hall; 

Wake it again more proudly, 

Till the echoes respond to the call. 
Famous our land is in story. 

And the sun on no lovelier smiles; 
Still, still the crown of "our glory 

Is Victoria, the Queen of the Isles ! 

Never hath foot of the stranger 

Left the print of a foe on our clay; 
Never have Britons by danger 

Been debarred on their conquering way. 
If we with perils have dallied, 

When encircled by treason and wiles, 
How must we triumph, when rallied 

Bound Victoria, the Queen of the Isles ! 



POEMS. 145 



Famed were the dajs of our fathers, 

When Eliza and Anne held the swaj; 
Brighter the chaplet Fame gathers 

On the brows of Victoria to lay. 
Scotland, exalted in storj, > 

Deck thy forehead in joyfiillest smiles; 
Welcome thy pride and thy glory — 

In Victoria, the Queen of Qie Isles! 



$uni ts t^t (tntn. 



[dEDICATOBT of THB nrSTBUCTOB JOUBKAL.] 

NOT all the honours of thine august line, 
Though on the laurelled progress of its 
story 
Plantagenets and Tudors shed a glory. 
Which never may through lapsing time decline; 
And though the Scottish Stewarts might re- 
fine. 
More and yet more, thy royalty of blood, 
Until imperial lustre, in a flood, 
Came from the borders of the sunny Rhine, 
Through Guelphic sires: — ^not all these dig- 
nities 
So draw to thee the national esteem, 
As thy home-yirtues, Lady of the Islbs ! 
And, since all efforts (in thy mother-eyes) 
To teach the young not undeserving seem, 
May this permitted tribute share thy smiles 1 
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%i\tn fl-Enntt. 

tThe beantiftil Tone, which the Scots dalm nndtr the nvne of " Bobin 
Adair,** is now more commonly ascribed to a yomig Irish Chieftain, who 
entered the halls of his enemies in the garb of an old Harper, and made 
himself known to a daughter of the hoose^Aileen a-Roon, or ** Ellen, 
the treaaure of his heart**— by sin^ngrerses like the (bllowing to this air, 
hia own composition. It is pleasing to add, that he carried off tlie lady.] 

TTERE is thy home to be, 
-"■ Aileen a-Roon? 
Or wilt thou go with me, 

Aileen a-Roon? 
Far on the mountain-side, 
Wilt thou become my bride? 
Or wilt thou here abide, 

Aileen a-Roon? 

Think of the happy hours, 

Aileen a-Roon, 
Wait us among the flowers, 

Aileen a-Roon: 
None whom you here may see 
Ever can love like me: — 
None else would die for thee, 

Aileen a-Roon ! 

Think of my breaking heart, 

Aileen a-Roon I 
Oh, are we thus to part, 

Aileen a-Roon 1 
Here, then, amid my foes. 
Come I my life to close: — 
Welcome the grave's repose, 

Aileen a-Roon? 
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Blow never fell on me, 

Aileen a-Koon, 
But was repaid with three, 

Aileen a-Roon: 
Yet on thy kin my arm 
Shall not alight in harm — 
Fatal but strong thy charm, 

Aileen a-Roon ! 

Oh, think how fond our love, 

Aileen a-Roon ! 
All other loves above, 

Aileen a-Roon ! 
Ne'er did the tribes of air 
Number a truer pair: — 
Oh, must I now despair, 

Aileen a-Roon ! 



^Jtt tttti MiV{. 



[An old French Rondean.] 



A GENTLE, sweet, and smiling Nat 
•^ Is most delicious, let me say; 
Yes, to be sure, is not amiss, 
But who would choose a proffered kiss?* 
Not that I am the fool to sneer. 
When granted favours held so dear; 
But, granting them, you still should say, 
" You shall not, now; I tell you. Nay!" 



jm 
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0! EAT na yim mum f>sn^ aivi^^ 
O ! B8T na Ton mfimi Imve 
!Qie draaded bonr that P*"^ ^'^ ^'^^ 
Of poaoe and lir^ ^^ml reave me. 

IHieii yon to £{itKxit K^kcm; are gafne. 
How ocmld I boar to tarrp:, 

Where ilka tree and Uka fitaae 
Would xmnd me o^ my Ifaiy i 

I ecndd na wander near yon woods, 

Hwt saw US aft, caKressng^ 
And on atar lieads let. AT thear bo^ 

In earnest o^ tbeir blesang. 

Ilk stat&e wad mind me liow w« pitak 
Its baWers^ireaidBnc beadtov 

And how we lo'ed the least; the best, 
Tbat made us cre^ thc^ther. 

I eooldna Inde when yoa are gane^ 
My ain, my winsome dearie; 

I couldna stay to pine my lane: 
I liye but when Fm near ye. 

Then say na yon mann gang awa; 

O ! say na yon maun leave me; 
For, ah ! the hour that paiits us twa 

Of life itself will reave me. 




V 
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tmt all, ut all tzn. 



(The following Fragment constitutes little more tiian the Exordinm of a 
Poem, and indeed scarcely proceeds for enough to develop its fbll design, 
which vas, in something of a novel shape, '* to vindicate the ways of God 
to man," and to demonstrate that, throughout the universe, ** All is Love, 
and Love is AIL** The writer speedily began to find, after he had com- 
menced, either that the subject was too vast and weighty for his handling, 
or that he had not so entered on it as to assure to himself the promise of 
a saUsfiftctory issue. Still, what was written had cost Thought; and the 
opening portions have been printed accordingly, even in their incomplete- 
ness. Some passhag foncy may be found, here and there, to please the 
reader, and mitigate bis censure. A remark which appears in one of the 
Critical Essays of the late Lord Jeffi^y— upon the "Cain" of Byron- 
seems to be only too sound a one—** There is no Poetical Road to Me- 
taphysics.** It is very posdble that this axiom was the result of per- 
sonal attempts on the part of the unquestionably great Critic of poetry, 
to eflSect things which his metaphysical turn of mind had rendered 
futile. Indeed, even Milton fiUled in bis endeavours to make Poetry the 
vehicle of argument Campbell attempts it not in the ** Pleasures of 
Hope ; '* and Akenside, only, can be said to have essayed the feat with 
any degree of success. But, even in his case, his reasoning is merely 
tolerated for his Illustrations.] 

TTIGH were the hopes with which, in other days, 
-" I laid my tremulous hand upon the lyre, 
And thence drew some few notes, modest and low. 
Unheard of men, those sounds were dear to me; 
Haply more dear, because of men unheard. 
No fabled Sisters of the Cloven Mount 
Dipped their fine fingers in Castalian lymph, 
To lave baptismally my mortal brow. 
And bid immortal thoughts to well up there. 
A Power, invisible as airs of heaven, 
Gentle at times as they, at times as strong. 
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Timched first the chords of music in mr soul — 
Am such airs stir a range of pliant pines 
To utterance of fitful melody. 
And make the grove one harp of many strings. 
That Influence what language maj define? 
A fount it is, whence honour flows; it is 
An aeademe which yields the schohir lore; 
An armoury whence heroes take their swords; 
A poUr star to pilgrims in far lands. 
And those who to the sea go down in ships; 
Soul of emprise; incentiye to great deeds; 
The inspiration and the theme of song; — 
All this, and more, is Love ! 

And yet how small 
A portion of that mighty Principle 
Such bounds designate, ample though they be, 
And compassing so much of bliss and woe ! 
The love of clay to clay, of kind to kind — 
That love on which man lavishes the name, 
And which on Fancy mainly, and on Sense, 
Dependeth — is but as the pedestal 
That bears a column reaching to the skies. 
Tet beauteous is the Power in all its shapes; 
And on young hearts it first falls naturally 
From objects visible and tangible, 
Woridng through force of common sympathies. 
Nor to unholy endings does it lead, 
Nor is itself impure. 

Lo ! from yon heights 
Comes down a bright stream flowing. When new- 
bom, 
Testing its strength in leaps precipitous, 
It fumes and boils, and dashes up its spray 
To dally with the breezes — all the while 
Fretting out music from its islet-stones. 
And glassing on its surface, here and there, 
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The cliffs and shrubs within its bounded ken. 

And yet, for all this froth and wild turmoil^ 

So lil!npid are its pools, that the sun loves 

To tell his beads upon their pebbly floors. 

Love, in the youthful breast, is such a Rill. 

Its source the earth, to earth, though pure, it clings; 

And therewith communes; and its voice is Song. 

Upon its path fall cumulated joys; 

Partaken, sweet; sweet, entertained alone. 

But, like the streamlet. Love not seldom meets 

Troubled impressions on its early way. 

As intempestive rains, and chokmg snows, 

And furious blasts, soil oft the mountain spring. 

So tears, and frowns, and wrathful breath may stain 

All interhuman love, and mar its flow. 

But Love hath higher phases, nobler forms: 

And still its symbol is the rock-bom Rill. 

Behold once more the latter, when its course 

Is swelled by tributes from unnumbered glens ! 

The lowly Rivulet hath now become 

A River, broad, serene, majestical; 

No more receiving lonely visitance 

From sun, or moon, or single curious stars, 

But mirroring upon its clear expanse, 

Within the cycle of the day and night, 

The whole vast firmament, as far as earth 

Can grasp the maze of lights and shades sublime. 

There, too, the globe's own face reflected lies. 

From the near sands, and slow-retiring banks. 

To the abrupt, horizon-bounding hills — 

With countless varied forms dispersed between, 

Trees, flowers, and busy sheep, and stooping kine — 

All, all the River to its bosom takes, 

And on that tablet holds creation graved. 

The scene may shift, but still the scene recurs. 



^ 



Ito t«Mi are deepeaied, sad rise or^gai^i&e 
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LwwI-fMMMMiig tfer Tain d i r initj, 

Lorev froM ihe hoar in whidli it fini vpfpringB 

In joothfbl faimuui heaiti, thns by degrees 

Extendffy expands, and elevmtes its ^>^re. 

And smplifies its powers, till it reoetres 

All Kstnre in s rererent embrace. 

Jjmog in nooght its sweet soseepdbilitT 

To grseefol fonns, bright ejes, aaud blooming diedES, 

On the Ideal and the Sensuous 

Vq more it mainl j leans, bnt draws new strci^;th 

From Besson and the Intellect matored; 

As well as from the Moral element 

In man, and sources more exalted stilL 

Thus chastened, and sustained, and dignified, 

A noble current Love becomes indeed. 

Fed bj ten thousand fountains; and within 

The range of whose reflective potency 

Are brought alike the pettiest things of eartii. 

And the remotest marvels of the heavens. 

When fail the bounded Acuities of Sense, 

The Intellect and Reason stretch their gase 

Across the borders of Infinity; 

And when they also have their limit found, 

Imaginatbn, soaring on their wings. 

Or as an aeronaut, whose car they guide. 

Fresh wonders sees^ and with undoubting eyes. 

Then, revelling in the fulness of its powers, 

The eye of Love pierces the mystery. 

At length, of the Great Truth, that All is Love, 

And Love is All ! That in humanity 

Dwells but a spark of one pervading flame, 
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Soul of creation, and continual Stay 

Of the wide Universe ! Then all the shapes, 

Shows, modes, and qualities of thin^ — all acts. 

All operations, or of heaven or earth — 

Bear evidence, with undiscordant tongues. 

That Love is all — all Love ! But purified 

Must be the vision, and enlarged in scope. 

That so appreciates this truth, which is, 

Lideed, the height and depth, length, breadth, and 

sum 
Of Knowledge ! 

Love alone sees Love aright, 
Or can regard its light with steady gaze; 
As eagles, with their answering eyes of flame, 
Alone may scan the flaming orb of day. 
Blest are the Poets ! They have so been graced 
And favoured, that their love-anointed eyes 
Can, eagle-like, sustain the Sun of Love, 
In its full blaze of might and majesty. 
Love is the inspiration and the goal — 
The guide, the stoop, the treasure, and the bliss — 
Of the Elect of Song ! So is it now. 
And so it hath been, since the birth of Time. 

Eternal Love ! true godhead, whom the Nine, 

Seated by Fancy on Aonian peaks. 

So long prefigured to the ancient world. 

Thou art the power, that, from the first of days, 

Teaching Hosannahs to the Angel choirs. 

Didst send adoring music through the heavens; 

Thou, ere the earth was ripe for human-kind, 

Qavest the boon of song to winged forms, 

That yet possess a life-in-death of stone, 

Things petrified to immortality; 

And when at length the bowers of Eden rose, 

To beautify the vacant realms of space, 



Tboa wert the pnunpttar <3i the iiay«£ 

ThftC woke old Silatice tern <?h«atic 

No savage ro«is alarmed tfae woods* Bur &I 

Tlie vnitnre aeream &r pny upoa die IiiSb 

OfParadiae. All voices breadicd «fLafv«L 

And every uttered tone was iinist:al 1 

fVom th^ and not from, anv &yed Mamt 

The Poet ahoold seek aid. tiniiii^ 

Of Invoeadona ott devoutly made 

By the high masters of the claasie ly 

The giorions perpetuities of song ! 

They tbllowed hat the wiadom <^* their txmea^ 

And from the senses drew thdr highei<> kwe. 

The Eye^ peering frou ita observatory^ 

The Ear, the kennelled warder of tke Waia — 

Aided by organs bat of lesser mi^t — 

Convey^ reports of the external worid 

To F^ney. lard <^ the fine intefiect 

Of Greece; and from thdr eonjnaet operaaee 

Arose that wondro«i% wildly wondrooa creed 

Which waa in essence Sense Idealised. 

Defective, since by reason leavoied not. 

And more defective^ from stiD higher wants. 

The beantifnl Eeligion of old Greece 

Hatb yet died not away; nor can all die. 

While the great pillars that nphdd ils lane 

Are ranked among the Caeolties of man. 

Strange tales composed that creed; yet lovely Offt, 

As blending matter with humanity. 

And breathing life thronghont unliving tbings. 

And one at times grieves idly, as be notes 

The disencbantments wrought on common scenes. 

Actors have been dethroned by agencies. 

Winds blow; and Eolus swells not bis cheeks. 

The crested billow races to the shore; 

But Nereids toy no longer with the i^ells. 
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The shrub of Araby still drops its gum; 

Yet the misloving Myrrha weeps no more. 

No lo lows among the lowing herds; 

Echo is but an airy pulse; the Swan, 

The model-bark of Nature, is not now 

Conjoined with Cycnus in a sad romance. 

Transcendent, all must own, the Genius was 

That based on nothings such high fantasies. 

To it was matter as the plastic clay. 

That takes all forms devised. Not alone trees 

And flowers; with seas, and streams, and bubbling 

wells; 
Which own, at least, a life of motive change: — 
Nor elemental things that live in sounds: — 
But rooted hills, and never-blenching rocks, 
Catered to the fine fancy of old Greece, 
And from her hands won strange vitality. 
Her rod is broken now, her spells reversed. 
A stem transforming Power, such as she feigned 
The Medusean head to be of old. 
Hath turned its. glance upon her magic £Eine. 
A novel Gorgon hath discharmed the world. 
Eeason hath looked on Nature's varied face, 
And rocks are rocks, and hills but hills once more. 

And seems the universe less fair, in truth, 

Since Eeason thus hath won predominance? 

Since higher, stronger elements of mind 

Existent ever, though long unmatured. 

Have entered on their rightful place, as heads, 

And guides of all the lighter faculties? 

No I Eeason, with its noble adjutants. 

Knowledge and Science — one in verity — 

Finds still in Nature grace adjoined to grace. 

Whate'er imagination saw aright, 

Is yet seen rightly, and is yet enjoyed. 



What it saw wronglj, or imperfeetlj, 

BUnds forth tmdimmedlj, and with tenli^d diarma. 

Ko work of God declines in loveliness 

On closer viewing. Bj this loftj test. 

Are human works distinguished from divine. 

The smoothest textuie ever spun by hands 

Is bristlj-coarse beside the violet. 

Creation shuns not, but demands, the eje 

Of microscopic inquiry, to bring 

A tithe but of its wonders to the day. 

The men of old caught nothing save the bloom 

Upon the cheek of Nature; and they loved 

Her truly for that one exterior grace. 

But, as the blush of human beauty forms 

The least of many springs of human love. 

And is the heightener but of deeper charms, 

So that high Love, whose eye on Nature rests. 

Descries in her attractions multiplied. 

Seated beyond the superficial gaze. 

And forming founts of durable delight. 

That is the Love which finds that All is Love [ 

Though seeming cold to inconsiderate eyes. 

Reason to Fancy is no real foe. 

Hath glory from the ocean passed away. 

Because no huger wave, far-seen, can now 

Call up a glimpse of Neptune tridented? 

Because the conch of Triton sounds no more 

In murmurs of the precursory surge? 

There lie, upon the bosom of the deep. 

Many unvisionary spectacles. 

That far surpass these fabled ones, and such 

As please the judgment while they charm the sense. 

The strong-framed ships, that with majestic ease, 

Like living natives of the element, 

Move to and fro upon the watery plains, 



% 



POEMS. 167 

And, spreading forth their managed sails, command 

Both waves and winds to do them ministrance — 

And waft them safely, or in storm or calm — 

Form sights that, in their nude reality, 

Leave all conceits of fancy fiEir behind. 

And when reflection follows up the theme. 

And summons to its bar such tales as that 

Of Jove embruted to an ocean-Bull, 

How doubly grand, by contrast, seems the Sea, 

Turned to its true and elevated ends. 

As the majestic highway of the globe ! 

How yet more pleasing, when the mind instructs 

The eye, appear those hosts of white-winged arks, 

That bear from shore to shore, from pole to pole. 

The fruits, the products, and the merchandise. 

Of many varied climes, to bless the whole 

Through friendly and reciprocal exchange ! 

To carry science, and intelligence, 

And civilised arts, to distant lands. 

Where Ignorance, first child of Mind and Matter, 

Eeigneth alone. Dread potentate ! although 

His own great scourge. When Knowledge nears 

his realms. 
Up from an Alp, which is his sitting-place. 
He rears his form astounding. Matted woods 
Compose his locks; his eyes are lakes, that take 
And give again the glaring of the sun; 
His body, uncouth as an Andine steep. 
Is clothed with shagginess, and many-hued 
As the bespangled jungles of the East; 
His tones are torrents; and his whispers sound 
Like roarings of the forest-beasts by night; 
Dreadful the monster is to view! And when 
He marks Civilisation reach his shores. 
Strange save to elements, with stupid stare 
He eyes the visitant, his mouth agape. 
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fSron^ t&e b&d cosfiiflKe of Igviraneev 

T&e eootest » protzieted hLoo&f^,, 

Sabdnedw^ ks^ttb:^ tibe Grivit stamps Ub crcst^ 

Grow» tarae^ ami Inrns ^e Afphahgt of Lwet 

SaeL l&e k^ «vl to wMe!i all istereovne 

Of man wTtk oMACoodaets! Tboogli ke moj stnj 

Tkroogli mail J a xaaie b«&Mre be rndk ^be god^ 

Amd rrcB nuiT &il to note l&a^ tibiliur Icndls 

His oBwajd progress wkile he tmds ^ke palk; 

Ajad, thoagii ibe s^est eyes maj fyaij inQie 

Tbe fiyr-off^ eonsammatioii; cooEie tihnre most 

A da J wfacs Lore shall role on cartii svprcmeL 

The spread of Kaowkd^ b Hie dawn of Jjfwe; 

And Heaven hath interkaTed tike whole hvosd eaith 

With accessory amraes to Knowle^e, 

That, in the fbhieas of the time^ the high 

Ordainment ma j be perCected. To d<Hikl 

The ordainment^ woidd be to r^ard this eartk 

As wreteheder than heU; ance heU stands sdlly 

And earth progresses ever, in a lore 

That mnsi be good or iU I Bat eadi &ir boon. 

Aiding ns on, is not a corert corse; 

Nor each adrance an eriL Thongh the Sea 

Maj have too oft been stained by purple crime, 

The noble element is still the first 

Of helps to human intercommunin^^ 

A blessing from above, vast as itself! 

It is a pathway framed by Love for Love ! 

Have the skies lost their glory, since man learned 
That the stupendous globe on which he dwells 
Is one but of a band of satellites, 
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And only not the least, that ever whirl 

Around a central orb, mightier than all? 

And that this orb, and these dependencies, 

Although they form a system seemingly 

Complete and self-sustained, form merely one 

Of cognate systems multitudinous. 

Which people all Appreciable Space, 

And are themselves as watchers at the gates 

Of Inappreciable Infinity ? 

Though marred too oft by sensualities, 

The fabulous imaginings of old 

Were beautiful, when stars composed the theme. 

But how ineflFably more beautiful 

The truth, unless the truth be too sublime 

For beauty ! When the thoughts restrain their flight 

Within the limits of the visible. 

Since the Beyond indeed awes and appals. 

Incomparable beauty meets the view, 

Assuredly; not merely in the blaze 

Of sun, moon, stars, and planetary lights. 

Though very jewels in creation's crown; 

But in the order and the harmony 

Pervading the whole concave of the heavens. 

Keason, exploring with sciential eye. 

Finds orbits, times, proportions, (^stances. 

Fixed relatively with such aptitude. 

That the majestic system, as a whole. 

Hangs on each part, and on the whole each part. 

Speaking the framing might miraculous. 

Are aberrations seen? They rest on laws. 

" Go," said a sen of science by his fire. 

Touching a point in the celestial chart, 

" Search thou minutely, with a glass of power, 

And HERE a Planet must be found." He saw 

A known orb vibrate to a power unknown. 

As doing to it passing courtesy. 




UM) 



TW tettrcL WII6 nmik, md a sevr pknwit'^wind. 
WliMi tLc blue uountifk aIiowf m- QvcLap eyse; 
^>r milieu tlit- lautiK' (^tieii of Xiglzt k i^ 
hi M hw pleiiitude; ur when aktt hol& 
Hj^ tUiii curved unus towsrck the little Mtaam, 

'J*Jk; icn^uul isvue cif lier iDaxitii}T pniiiB; 
Or wLtfiU tUew; iitars, in fbllrgrowii jmqifitode, 
iivJ14 ivr tbeir waning diuzi Tiocn^&l vwm^; 
Ai iiMft^ fuMulxur tinMSB, the Ikfiavens nv 
VHiih JtvydLiiMsw. But liow nn^^eBkiUj 
Mz/ri; Uf^tAy do tLej grow, to nmid ud eye; 
WiM^M iim ru^h. order of the wholt is maTfaJiy 
With U^ high ohjecti Mrrad; and, aibaw mSL, 
WheM ntiuOM^ tdla, tiiat from that «fida 
'I1m» H*mMiftm, that ^re life to earth, aad 1 
IMmfni for umn hia VieBtr-Rom ikjojl 
lUii lUnMitn mi*t», among the hearealj cahtk, 
No nt*\f iUiiHiudisui gods or demigods. 
It r«fM>giiiiMM but one agencjr. 
Ami that m Ijovel 

1*bough Allegoric Fiction haonts the woods 

No mora, there nestle g^race and music stilL 

1'htt softly-sounding name of Philomel 

Is all that t<;lls us now of the old tale. 

Which made a tongueless maid a sweet-tongoed 

And yet the melodist, that robs the nig^ 

Of nainc and car, sings not unprizedlj; 

Nor any of its fellow choristers 

Of furxti and bush, hedge, copse, and gladed grov«^ 

Though now by Fancy humanised no more. 

'riifl lark ascends the ladder of the mom. 

And by suocoHHivo gushes, as it mounts^ 

i'ours d<iwiL a cataract of harmony, 

Which fulls on no insensate ears. We list. 
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Admire^ and loye^ nor think of fieibles grej. 

Perfect of wing as awkwardly be-limb^ 

The swallow dives and swims as it was wont — 

The very minnow of the airy deep — 

And we look on well-pleased; and fain, periiapSf 

Would we bestow awhile some human gifibs 

On the slight shape, that we might ravel out 

The threads of its entangled life, and learn 

(What, strange to think, man never yet hath learned) 

Where pass Uie periodic absences 

Of the Unresting Bird; but few would seek, 

Though Progne gossipped with them from the eaves. 

To hear the tale of Tereus' treachery. 

Fiction is far less beautiful than Truth. 

To ail the Ijribes that throng aerial space, 

Glee-singers with the winds, the law applies. 

Nor have the fabulists lent beauty to 

The feathered things that boast no art of song. 

To the transcendent plumage of the bird 

They added nothing, when they bade us note 

The eyes of Argus in a Peacock's tail. 

As little might the skill of man, indeed. 

Enhance the divine colours of the Eainbow, 

As could his loftiest imaginings 

Amend in aught the meanest forms of life, 

That cleave the air, or pipe amid the leaves. 

Or dwell familiarly with humankind. 

Fiction hath not the loveliness of Truth. 

Nature so speaks with all her tongues. The world 

Of Vegetation similarly scorns 

The power of Fancy to improve its charms. 

Had Daphne truly lived, she had not been 

More beauteous, even to the sight alone. 

Than is the Laurel; nor had vain Narcissus 

Rivalled the simple flower which bears his name. 
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Still, unsurpassed althougii the truth might be, 

Fair, too, the fables were. The error lay 

In the vain notion that the human being 

Was solely perfect in the universe. 

This single standard of the Beautiful 

Owned they of other days. No lamp of heayen. 

Nor any living, growing thing of earth. 

Nor matter lifeless, howsoever framed, 

Could boast of beauty in a Grecian eye, 

Till linked, oft strangely, with humanity. 

Man seemed the model of all excellence 

To man. This was the film that dimmed his eyes, 

While viewing marvels equal to himself. 

Why dwell so long upon this theme? BeoikijBe 

The Beautiful of old composed the germ 

From which Love sprung; its fount of nutriment; 

The pedestal and pillars of its fane. 

His views of loveliness so circumscribed. 

The sphere of Love to man was limited. 

Upon his vision the celestial light 

Had not yet dawned, which shows nim but an image 

Cast in the likeness of a form divine — 

And not a model, by approaching which 

Was Deity itself but deified. 

Nor yet on mortals had the further lights 

Of ripened Science beamed, by help of which 

The Mind, enfranchised from the leading-strings 

Of Fancy, and by Keason piloted. 

At length beheld the general frame of things 

In aspects new as they were exquisite. 

And then first learnt the mighty Truth, that Beauty 

Is but an Attribute of Excellence! 

Throughout the world of physical existence, 

Vast as it is, this deep-based law obtains. 

Note the external frames of men, and of 
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The Animals that dwell with men on earth, 

And B&j what forms at once attract the eye 

Bj grace of outline, and by harmony 

Of parts, yiewed singly or combined? Those still, 

Which, in the first degree, possess strength, speed, 

Activity, and all the qualities 

Composing, physically. Excellence. 

This role applies to man, assuredly; 

But is more clearly visible, where Mind 

Can influence not the outer shows of things. 

Go to the racing mart, and choose a'steed 

Whose fine proportions charm the eye, while yet 

Its powers remain untried, and the mere shape 

Is all that justifies a preference; 

And thiib wilt duly find the faultless mould 

The symbol but of equine excellence. 

Turn to the hound, whose frame delights the gaze; 

And, when the mellow horn awakes the hills. 

Thou shalt see one who, in the eager chase. 

Will flag not, till he hears the, death-halloo ! 

Experience may augment and modify 

The power of judging, or of horse or hound: 

But still the untrained vision finds out beauty, 

And finds it colleague still to excellence. 

Association is a principle 

Of might, but not all-potent, in the mind: — 

We have perceptions certainly innate. 

Doth not the untaught child discriminate 

(Long ere the memory can interpose) 

In the respect of odours, tastes, and sounds. 

Guided by standards of the excellent. 

Implanted in each sense? Can it then be 

That the most noble sense of all should have 

No similarly innate faculty? 

Not thus defective is the eye. It hath 

An unacquired perception of 
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Tho Bcautifiil, for highest ends bestowed. 

It td A Boon oonferred on us in Love, 

That we the more may prize that woBTHunsss 

Wittou Beauty symbolises outwardly. 

01 how sublime is this just yiew of Nature ! 

How mhuimblc, thus contemplated, 

IUh?\mu<^ itii slightest superficial charms ! 

\U%\t d^i^p tlic Love that plamied the endless feast 

tiict not our fervent ^titude 
Mu\ubW At M»«»nnng inconsistencies, 
ih \W\iiki\\^\» from the general law. 
'rK^> »l4\ai^ nuuu or Uie swift, maj own a shape 
Utv^i>^vv)!Ul; but» whvre all is balanced well — 
Nvk gift Uv^'(ivv« and no gift extreme — H 
'rhaFoutwar\l h«nuony is ever found, 
Which charuui tht" «^y^, as constituting beauty, 
And iudivHtiHit coil^ctiv^ perfectn^ 
Of v'OviKkral cuviowm^uts. 

But far b<70iul the Thysioal, extends 

Tho force and swpe of the great truth, that Beauty 

lii but an attribute of Excellence. 

Tho lutelliH)tual and Moral world 

Falls eiiually within its influence, 

Since Cleuius and Virtue form alone 

The stable IWauties of the Mind and Heart. 

By recognition of these combined truths, 

Love, in the bosom of Humanity, 

Mounts to its proper and exalted place, 

And grows indeed a noble principle^ 

A sentiment of Mind as well as bense. 

Alive, as ever, to external grace, 

It pierces also to the core of Nature, 

And finds new graces there, long unespied. 

~~ Music only of the universe 
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Was heard in oUier days. More fortunate, 

Our later times enjoy its Poetry, 

The Music of the Mind as well as ears. 

High as the Mind, the one thing perishless, 

Soareth above its perishable case. 

So far it yet displays externally 

The impress of its varying qualities. 

Doth not the Laureate of Fairyland proclaim 

That " All that's good is beautiful and fair — 

Since of the Soul the form doth Body take?" 

Exceptions, doubtless, meet us plenteously, 

Though ofb in seeming only are they such.^ 

The sage old querist of Athena, while 

In mind angelic, had a satyr's shape. 

But, all unwitting of the force that lay 

Within their words, his pupils wrote it down, 

That Socrates stood marked from common men 

By his vast brow, absorbing half the face? 

Unlovely wholly could that face not be. 

By force of beauty intellectual 

All else must have been touched redeemingly. 

That novel Science, which conceives the Imnd 

To stamp its character upon its case. 

And leave its varied and minutest powers 

Clearly discernible, with triumph points 

To such-like facts, and owns the general creed 

That physical foreshadows mental beauty. 

The man of special and exclusive gifts — 

The pleader, painter, warrior, or buffoon. 

Metaphysician or geometrist, 

Whate'er his one endowment chance to be — 

May have the graceful outline of the head 

Marred throu^ the inborn inequalities; — 

But where a perfect equipoise pervades 

The whole congeries of faculties, 

Then ever must that shape of head be found 
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Whioh Ntrikei the eye m faultless, and delights 

The innate feelini; of the beautiful, 

(iiven to enlmnce our love of excellence. 

The tfreateMt human mind — the mind of Shakspere — 

In wiiieh each several faculty, though laree, 

liore tlue proportion to the balanced whole, 

Lay In a casket exquisitely framed. 

And one which all eyes owned as beautiful. 

Exemplar higher still ! (Forgive the thoughts 

That turn to thee involuntarily !) 

Beauteous as Eden, homeing innocence. 

TJiy hriur of glory visibly announced 

liivinest virtues resident in flesh, 

Though for a season onlv dwelling there. 

The form and looks of Christ, indeed, might be 

Traditional; but even then they prove, 

That lung ago the sympathies of Mind 

With Body had beeu recognised by men. 



[Thla l^tAgmmt weni no ikrther, or iit least the remainder came not np 
to tba Author*! 14aaa, It torn* the laat of the Original Pieces selected for 
{inhUeatlon hare^] 



TRANSUTIONS FROM THE FRENCH, 

cBixiLT or 

LAMAHTINE AND BERANOEE. 

t 

[Many of the minor pieces in tbis collection were hastily written for pe- 
riodical purposes, but have been given bera, as baying called forth some 
interest atHie time in rarioas instances^ 
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01 MUKMUR still around my bark, 
Sweet sea, whose cherished waves 
Pour ever forth a plaintive note, 
Like lover that bewails his lot. 
Around this land of graves. 

How love I on thy breast to glide, 

When, from the lofty height, 
The orange and the fruitful vine 
Cast on thy depths a shady line, , 
More pleasing fSar than light ! 
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Full often in my unoared boat, 

Confiding in thy love, 
Ab if to lull my soul to rest, 
I close my eyes, and feel with zest 

Thy biUows gently move. 

Like active and obedient steed 
To which the reins are given, 
My fragile vessel dost thou still 
To some new haven waft at will. 
As foam ashore is driven. 

Ah ! cradle, cradle once again, 

Cradle once more to sleep, 
The child who doats upon thy flow. 
And who, since birth, of nought below 

Hath dreamed, save wood and deep. 

When thy great element was framed^ 

That all might harmonise. 
The Maker forth the mandate gave, 
That Heaven should beam upon thy wave. 

Thy wave reflect the skies. 

Pure as it enters to these orbs, 

Day to thy deeps is hurled; 
And, in thy brilliant course, the light. 
On billows blue and golden-bright. 

Seems rolled around the world. 

Curbless as thought, thou dost destroy 

The armaments of kings. 
And, in thy mad and raging mood, 
His hand alone who launched thy flood. 

Thy flood to calmness brings. 
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Great image of the Infinite, 

From wave to wave the eye 
Tracks thee in vain — ^£rom shore to shore. 
Of thy true bounds we know no more 

Than of Eternity. 

Thy voice, majestical and sweet, 

Makes echo thrill on land. 
Or, murmuring through thy grassy bound. 
Like zephjrr on a mossy mound, 

Expires along the strand. 

How well I love thee, pliant Sea, 

When girateful called to mark. 
How, kindly giant, thou dost deign 
To hollow from thy watery plain 

A cradle for my ark ! 

How well I love thee, when the wind 

Sleeps in thy cooling caves, 
And all the land appears to smile, 
Noting how on thy breast the while 

Her shadowed produce waves ! 

How love I thee, when, on my poop, 

Festoons from sunny bowers 
Lean out upon the shaping wind, 
And seem around thy head to bind 

A circlet fringed with flowers ! 

How sweet, what time thy curling mass 

Is by the breeze caressed. 
To see, beneath my pressing hand. 
Thy risings and thy fallings bland, 

Like Beauty's heaving breast? 
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Bt Yuri's tomb or Sibrl"* 
Scared eAeii spoc to me * 

AboTe alL on thr ebeiished shore. 

Wheze love Awoke mr betft^ 
Mj souL at ber impasssioiied giiiice« 
Finds home and rest, with thoughts. pordiAnee^ 

Of joTS that would depart. 

At random sail WbateVr the coast 
To which we pass through thee. 

Thy every wave suggests a theme^ 

Thy every rock inspires a dream. 
Or wakes a memory * 



ON a rock beaten by the plaintive wave, 
The sailor from afar descries a tomb, 
White-shining, where the seas the shorensand lave; 
Time hath not dimmed as yet that narrow room; 
And, imdemeath the ivy clustering green, 
A sceptre — ^broken — ^may be seen ! 
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" Here lies" — ^no name. Ask ye of earth that name 1 
In bloody characters is it imprest 

From Danube to Cedar — on brazen frame^ 

And sculptured stone — on many a valiant breast^ 
And on the hearts of all the slaves who lay 
And trembled in his chariot-way. 

Two mighty names doth age to age give down; 

Since these, no name in human language traced^ 
So far upon the lightning's wing hath flown. 
Of mortal footprints, by a breath effaced, 
None e'er was stamped on earth with greats 
force, 
Than that which ended here its course. 

Here doth He lie ! — three infant steps the place 
May measure. He will make no murmur now. 

Unchallenged o'er his bed his foes may pace, 
And the fly hum above that thunderous brow; 
His spirit heareth but the tedious shock 
Of billows breaking on a rock. 

Yet fear not, still-vexed shade, that I one word 
Of wrong to thy mute Majesty shall breathe. 

Scoffs from the lyre the tomb hath never heard; 
Glory a refuge still hath found in death. 
Its memory should by nothing, nothing save 
The TRUTH, be followed to the grave. 

In clouds thy cradle and thy tomb were furled. 
Like lightning from a storm thou camest forth; 

While yet without a name thou shook'st the world; 
As the same Nile, whose wave of richest worth 
Memphis enjoys, while nameless, wells to light 
In wilds of Memnon, tax from sight. 
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Vihtm Vletonr took tLee an ber nqad 'iiiiig. 
IV Ciodi Lad fallen, and tte UfannB ^nn 

<>f ttuiu of Bratus-moold Fame made ^bst in^ 
An age that twallowed in itm fpolhy lade 
Crowtm, castomi, lavi, was biddly HfaumnBd iinr 

And backwards foroed amlnle to flfic 

l^^arUiiw with potent error didst ikon £^t— 
Htrive, like as[>iring Jaeob, -mith a shjide; 

Tb^ N|iirii cnn^<^ l>eneath tlie moital wig^; 
Aruly daring!/ profiuie, a mod^ 
liy thee of once great names, ai 
The saered cups away of yotre. 

When hy a fit of blind delirium 

A worn-out age itself in pieces 
C 'ailing on Freedom amid bonds, if pie— ed 

iiigh Heaven a hero shonld in aid be sent: 

lie Mirueic (tarth with his 

A ml truth n|>on the dreamer hnke. 

Ah { if rentoring to the rightfbl bands 
'Vim Nway, and shielding Callen roy a lty, 

Thou ba^lst av<mged its wrongs on hostile 
Itigliter of Icings, greater than kings eoold be, 
What blest neHume, how pure a eoronet^ 
Hhould Ulory on thy brow have set! 

Vntm, Honour, Freedom, so beloved of men, 
Hml H<«un(led then thy praises, as from brass 

FhiW peals which distant echo rings again. 
Hut vainly o*cr thine ear did the call **— '• 



No s<iun<lH to thee one throb of pleasure brought, 
Hftve the sword-eUwh and trumpet-note. 
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Proud, and disdaining all that men admire, 
Empire alone thou soughtest of thy kind. 
Bars in thy path but raised thy crushing ire; 
And as a glance speeds to the mark designed, 
So took thy will its course, even when there 
lay , 

Kind bosoms in its fatal way. 

Thy mighty cares were never wont to be 
Soothed for a moment in the festive bowL 

Another purple loved thine eyes to see. 
Stem as an armed sentinel, thy soul 
Gave back to Beauty's smile, and Beauty's sigh, 
Nor smile nor sighing in reply. 

The loud alarm-cry, and th^ clang of steel — 

The glittering ranks — ^were thy delight. 
Thy steed alone thy flattering hand might feel, 
' When, like a wind, his waving mane of white 
Furrowed the bloody dust, and his limbs reeled 
Upon some arm-strewn battlefield. 

Joyless while great, unmurmuring didst thou sink; 
Nought human throbbed within thy thrice-mailed 
breast; 
Hating, nor loving, thou but liv'dst to think. 
Like to lone bird-king, in his lofty nest, 
Thou ownest but an eye to measure earth. 
And talons to embrace its girth. 

To mount the car of Victory at a bound, 

And awe the world with glories of thy state — 

Tribunes and kings to trample on the ground, 
And forge a yoke, tempered in love and hate — 
To make a people, self-bereft of laws. 
Beneath thy rein to quake and pause; 
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Of one whole age to be the life and mind; 

To blunt the knife, and envious hearts repress 
The loosening frame of things anew to bind; 
And, 'mid the cannon's glare and thunderc 

ness, 
For rule on earth to strive with Deity; — 
Strange dream! it was thj destiny. 

Yet wert thou from that pinnacle cast down, 
And saw'st, when shipwrecked on this nal 
rock, 
Thy mantle to the winds by foemen thrown; 
While Fortune, only power thou didst not mc 
As a last favour, granted thee to have 
A space betwixt the throne and grave. 

Oh ! but to sound thy thoughts had I had powei 
When the remembrance of thy greatness lost 

Came, like Kemorse, upon thy lonely hour, 
And when — thy arms upon thy bosom crossed 
Over thy hot broad brow, in musing bent, 
Like night the Horror came and went ! 

I 

As high above some flood the shepherd stands, 
And views his shade far-stretched upon the strea 

Tracking it whirling o'er the unseen sands — 
So, from the lone peak of thy height supreme, 
Seeking thyself in shadows of the past. 
Thou dream'st of scenes — ^too bright to last ! 

They passed before thy mind like mighty waves, 
Whose sparkling tops are seen upon the main; 

Awhile their music made thy senses slaves; 
And on thy brow reflecting light again. 
Each billow brought some brilliant image baclj 
And long thine eye pursued its track. 




There^ on a bridge^ the cannon didst thou brave; 

Hebe didst thou stir the sacred desert sand; 
-Thy steed there shivered in the Jordan wave; 
Hebe strong walls crumbled at thj foot's com- 
mand; 
Thy sword thou changest to a sceptre now — 
Ha! what affright thus wrings thy brow? 

Why tumest tiiou thy peaceful glance away ! 

Why doth thy cheek this sudden palor show? 
What horror comes on thee from the old day? 

Is it the smoke of cities lying low? 

Or gazest thou on plains, reeking and gory? 
I^ese things have been effaced by glory ! 

• 
All is effaced by glory — all save cbime. 

Thou saw'st but now a victim steeped in blood— 
A high-born hero, slain in youthful prime; 
And, heaving his sad form on memory's flood. 
One wave still passed and passed, and Enghien's 
name 
In vengeful murmurs from it came. 

As if to dash away a livid stain. 
Across his brow the gazer draws his hand; 

But yet the bloody traces will remain; 

Like to a seal stamped by divine command, 
Effacelessly the taint is left to crown 
His head with that dark deed's renown. 

And, Despot, thus shall outraged glory make 
Thy genius to be doubted through thy crime; 

Thy car shall have a blood-track in its wake — 
Thy name be theme of contest to all time; 
And now with Caesar men shall rank thee — now 
A place with Marius allow. 
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At last, thou diedst as the many die. 
And, as a reaper, ere he seeks his pay. 

First by his sickle doth in slumber lie. 

So didst thou arm thee for the last long wbj. 
And for reward or justice thus didst go 
To him who placed thee here below. 

In his last agony — it hath been said — 
With dread eternity before his eyes. 

On his bad brow the blessed sign was made. 
And heavenward his looks appeared to rise; 
And from his lips a name was heard to fleet — 
A name he dared not to complete ! 

But close we now. — God reigns, and gives to rei 

God is the punisher, and God forgives; 
Heroes and common men their dues obtain; 
Speak — God, who hears, knows thee and each v 

lives. 
Tyrant and slave must give account to One— 
This of his bonds, that of his throne ! 

His tomb is closed, and God hath judged hi 
Peace! 
His good and ill are in the balance weighed. 
Let interference now from mortals cease. 
Who of thy mercy. Lord, hath reckoning made 
Who knows, if earth's great scourge, the he 
mind, 
Be not a virtue, heaven-assigned] 
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(0tt^iiuiiit: nr, tjn fifot^ if Salia. 

[Written at Jemsalem bj Lamartine, on his only Daagbter*s Deatk] 

T FROM the breast have been a man of grief; 
-■- My heart, in place of blood, rolls tears alone, 
Or, rather, from my tears springs no relief, 

Since Gk)d has changed them, in their fount, to 
stone; 
Gall is my honey, sadness is my joy; 

For me the tombs a brother's tie possess; 
And nothing can my steps aside decoy 
But si^ts of ruin and distress ! 

Green fields and laughing skies if I espy, 
Or sweet vales opening to embrace the sea, 

I pass, and, smiling bitterly, I cry, 

"A place for bliss, but, ah ! not bliss for me !" 

My spirit's echo will but groans repeat. 
My soul's true home is where men ever weep: — 

A land with mortal dust and tears replete, 
Is such a couch as fits my sleep. 

You ask me wherefore; but were I to tell, 
The bitter gulf would be but stirred anew, 

And sobbings only would my lips expel — 
Yet pierce my heart, and all will come to view ! 

There, in each fibre, death has plunged a knife, 
Slow torture lies in every pulsing wave, 

Its chambers teem with things that know no life — 
My soul is but one nughty grave ! ^ 
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Willie vet befiide CLrirt'f iiixmen place 

1 did not aide each hallowed mount nnd field. 

Where, at him feet, the poor flung pahm aa ea^h^ 
Or where the Word wbh by his voiee rewealed; 

Wliere loud hoMitmahf hailed his ouoqaerii^ patliy 
Or, wet with holy tears from wcmiaa'a eye, 

Hin Unudf the while it wiped his brow's hot bathy 
CW^mmmI the little children ni^: — 



'* I^&d ititi,** 1 cried, " unto the place of 
'l\i that Mad garden, where the Man of Wo^ 

liy (iud foriiaketi, and his earthly peers, 
Hwiita bloody drops, as in the mortal throe; 

Thora lt*ave uw, for 1 too would prove the whole 
DuiiL'tiutred aniruish that an hour may feel: 

l^aiii in thti wornhip of my hope-refb aoid — 
TliiM in tlit) altar where I kneel T 

Tharti U, upon Mount Olive's dusty base, 
iltintwith thc^ hIuuIo of Hiou's crumbling walls, 

A iilurt^ from which the sun withholds its rays, 
Whort^ Muiinty Kodrou o*cr its channel crawls; 

Then^ Imth JohoNhuphat its graves scooped out, 
And rninn, Vtoad of grass, earth bears alone. 

And trailing rootH from hollow olives sprout 
Amid the tombstones thickly strewn. 

IWtwoon two rockrt there stands a darksome grot, 
Whort* JvHXU onoo foretasted death's whole power, 

When, ronHing thrice the sleepers near the spot 
He Haid. " Watch ye! for fearful is the hour!" 

The tren)Ming lip, u)>on the blood-stained earth, 
Seems yet the droppings of the cup to taste; 

The sweat, to which that Siicrifico gave birth, 
May yet ujjou the rocks be traced. 
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There sat I, while my hands sustained my head, 
And mused what thoughts had filled that heavenly 
mind, 
And numbered all the tears myself had shed, 

Whose flow had left a furrowed track behind; 
I raised again, and weighed my burdens all. 

And sounded of my griefs the whole abyss — 
When of a Dream my soul became the thrall, 

And what a Dream, great God, was this ! 

I late had left, beneath a mother's wing, 

My child, my girl, my treasure, and my care. 
Whose brow fresh charms yet came to deck each 
sprinff , 
Although her soul was ripe for heavenly air. 
Her form was one that could not leave the eye. 
For by its light her trace might followed be; 
And never feither saw her passing by, 

But threw an envying glance on me. 

Sole relic she of my storm- vexed career, 

Sole fruit of many flowers, love's single birth. 

Sweet as a welcome-kiss or parting tear. 
Perpetual blessing of my wandering hearth; 

A sunny ray that gave my casement light, 
A bird that sipped the food my own lips broke, 

A sigh of music near my couch by night, 
A kind caress when I awoke ! 

More, more she was : My mother's form she 
bore, 
In hers, my mother's looks would still revive; 
Through her, the past became the past no more. 
My former joy, though changed, she kept 
alive; 



m 



Tm bm>^ yenre were edtoed^nm 
^>¥r uQiuMhold air ww \w 

Ti^AMV fr<riu» jKij eyes Ler nmpk i^bbbt ait -wmg, 

U^ hrow w<>uldribado^l»dcgrrB^itBiitiiKw<ght. 

f ^i^r pMT'^ blue eje reflected tr^ mj own, 
Ali4 oV (b«ii orb my caree a dmmfag Immg^ 

Aif wbi^n * irfMide a^erats « pool s l^nv^mr 
Hut; nil Iii»r <;«rn bent'* thwigte i»BcS!vdk, 

Aii4 tfrnyon^M mrAy on ber ^ alxide, 
Si^VD wuau Mb« kii4slt before her AKiAerli foei; 
Ai*4 pmyed witU folded lundf to God. 

I 4)HliAMIiP timt to tbeie leeiief I Iiftd her led, 
Au(l tlmt upun my knee the fair tlmig leant. 
Auit, whib my iirm« encLoned her foet wad bead, 

TUhI* iumttirly tu kein my brow waa beot: 
Turut^j Imuk uinm my arm in half-edipae, 

Mw ktmil^H Muft bunuuihed gold lay strewn f]i< 
whilo, 
AuU km* bright te«tb shone bright between hei 
Up«, 
Ut4M-)M4rt0d 0ver with a smile. 

Uv^r tit mo, to ma her look she raised. 
Til bvt^ii^tha her spirit and draw forth my sonl, 

Auil iif the luve that in my own eve blazed, 
ibid only osu compute the sumless whole; 

My lips for fonilness Knew not where to press, 
Yet still site sought them, like a toying child, 

And oft those lips of their beloved caress, 

By turning mouth and cheek, beguiled. 
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Then unto Gpd my raptured heart exclaimed, 
** Father! while these light-«hedding eyes I see, 

"Vnth hymns of praise alone shalt thou be named ! 
Her life of flowers is life enough for me ! 

On her my share of thy best gifts bestow, . 
Cast on her path all coming hopes of mine, 

Prepare her bridal couch, and open throw 

The arms that wait her at the shrine!" 

While thus by prayer and dreamy joy possest, 

My eye and heart, meanwhile, had failed to note, 
That heavier on my arm her forehead prest. 

And o'er her feet a stony chill had shot; 
"My Julie! why, oh why art thou so pale? 
Why this moist brow? wherefore this changing 
hue? 
Speak — smile, my angel ! ah ! thou feign*st this ail I 
Ke-ope my book — ^those eyes of blue ! " 

But on her rosy lip death's purple fell. 

The half-formed smile was blasted in its spring, 

More and more laboured grew her bosom's swell. 
Like the last flappings of a folding wing; 

Pressing her heart, I watched its beatings wild. 
And when in sighs the soul at length took 'flight. 

My heart felt dead within me, like a child 
That dies before it sees the light. 

Bearing within my arms my more than life, 
I rose upright, and walked away anon. 

Staggering like one just hurt in mortal strife. 
And laid my child qu the cold altarnstone; 

To her shut eyes my lip I closely prest. 
Nor was her brow of all its warmth bereft, 

But still appeared like some sweet songster's nest. 
Which yet the bird hath newly left. 
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AimI tlnw. wiule one etema] faonr weait Yrr^ 
An^ *A auj^diifa seemed o'er me to pMK, 

<lri«f filled xuT liefirt'e raid sfiaoe. «nd made 
'^ Mj Ok»d, I liftd but ber : mjaildbeum:* 

III Uitiv <nH; l<nre were all mj lores oombiBed. 
Tli^; vitty dead ilie Lad to me brongbt bac^ 

H</k' fruit trfaieh on tbe tree was lefit bdmid, 

Hy tbe dark stomu whieb swept vow track. 

'Ilif! mA^ link wa« sbe in mj broken diain, 
Tlio onljr spot of blue in all mj bearen ! 

'Ilmt in our bouse more sweet nugbt be its rtnin, 
A tmriie of music we to ber had giren; 

Hho WMM my world, mj source of modon — soiind, 
A voico that bore enchantment eveiywbere, 

TImi nimriii to which my eyes were ever boiimd. 
Morn, ore, and night, my joy and care: — 

Till* ^IfiMN in which my heart itself could see, 
My puroNt (lays had on her brow a plaoe, 

A my «»f liisting bliss conferred on me — 
lioni I nil thy gifts assembled in one £i€e! 

Hw0nt iMirdcn, by her mother on me thrown, 
ICyi^N find a soul like mine in brightest day, 

\i\h at my life, voice echoing my own, 
A living heaven in my way! 

TmIio hnr, and satisfy, relentless fate, 

Tliy i|UonohloNS thirst for agonies and death! 

1 4(1 1 (tu Miy shrine, I lay her beauteous weight, 
And n(»w. if emptied, break my cup of wrath! 

My girl, nty (^hild, my breath of life! one tress, 
Ittilioldl 1 Novor from the golden chains 

Tlmt l»(Mind mc^ yesterday to her caress: 

And now no more to me remains! 
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A stifling sob now woke me; all the rock 

Whereon I sat seemed clothed with sweat of bloody 

My cold hand gave mj brow an icy shock, 
And on my cheeks two frozen tear-drops stood. 

As flies the eagle to its nest^ I fled ! 

Low sobs I neard, as I my home drew nigh; 

Love but delayed for me the hour of dread — 
She waited but for me to die ! 

Now all is still within my lifeless home — 
Two weeping eyes ever my own oppose — 

I know not what I seek, nor where I roam — 
My arms on nothing ope, on nothing close. 

One colour all my days and nights now wear, 
Prayer in my bosom was with hope laid low; 

But bear, my soul, God's chastening bravely bear. 
And kiss the hand that gave the blow! 



a /mDttU €nMt tn tohmii nf M^miiln. 



TF to yon swift bark's canvass I confide 

-■- Each blessing Heaven has willed it to impart; 

If I commit to ocean's fickle tide 

A wife and child, twin portions of my heart; 
If I expose to sand-bank, surge, and blast. 

Such hopes as these, so many beating breasts, 
And with no gage of safety, save a mast 

That quivers when the south wind lists; 
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To poor respottdTe barmonies! 
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Yet souls have instincts hard to be defined, 
Like that which prompts some hardy birds to 
roam 
In quest of nurture of another kind, 

And cross at one bold flight the deep sea foauL 
What seek thej in the regions of the East? 

Have th%j not mossy homes beneath our eavesl 
And store of food their little ones to feast, 

When autumn shakes our sun-tipt sheaves? 

I have like them the bread each day requires, 
Like them I have the river and the hill; 

Most humble is the range of my desires. 
Yet I like them am coming, going stUl ! 

The East, like them, some power now bids me trace, 
For never have I seen or touched the land 

Of Cham, the first dominion of our race. 

Where man's heart felt God's kneading hand. 

I have not sailed across the sandy sea, 
To the slow rocking of the desert-ship; 

At Hebron's well, beside the palm-trees three, 
I have not wet at eve my yearning lip; 

My cloak beneath the tents I have not spread, 
'Not prest the dust which strewed Job's brow of yore, 

Nor dreamt by night, with moaning sails o'erhead. 
The dreams which Jacob dreamt before. 

Of earth's seven pages one yet waits my eye: 
I know not how the stars may keep their sphere — 

'Neath what ideal weight the lungs may ply — 
How palpitates the heart — ^when gods are near! 

I know not, when the grand old columns throw 
On the bard's head the shadows of the past, 

How herbs may speak, or if earth murmurs low, 
Or sadly weeps the passing blast. 



I have not hesrd the nofeioiui' cries ascend. 
Ami call responses firom the cedars old, 

Xor seen high Lebanon's God-sent eagles bend 
Their flight on Tyre, emblems of wrath f<»«toId; 

^Lj head I have not laid upon the mounds 
Whi^uie all of Tadmor Imt the name is gone, 

Xor hftve mr lonelj footsteps woke the sounds 

That sleep romid Memnon's Tacant throne. 

I have not heard the monmfdl Jordan ponr 
Low mnrmnrings from its abjsnal cayes^ 

Weeping snblimer tears than those of jore, 
Wldi which sad Jeremiah chilled its wmyes; 

I hsTe not heard the sool within me sii^ 

Ll that resounding grot, where, 'mid the nig^t. 

The Bard-fiang s trembKng fingers felt the string 
Seized bj the Hymn with hand of light. 

I hare not traced the prints around that spot 
Where. *neath the olire, Jesos weeping lay, 
Xor on the straggling rools the tears have sought 

Which eager angels coold not kiss away; 
By night I hare not in tint garden watched. 
Where, while the sweat ci Uood was nnder- 
gone. 
The cdio of onr grie& and sins nnmatdied 
Bcaonnded in one heart al<»e. 

To that dear dnst I haTe not bowed my bead. 
Which was by Christ's departing foot imprest, 

Nor kissed the stones in which his mother laid 
His tear-embalmed remains of earth to rest; 

Xor hare I beat my bosom in the place, 
Where, conquering the future by his deatii, 

He stretched his arms aJl mankind to embrace. 
And Uest them with his latest breath. 
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For these things I depart — on these bestow 
The span of worthless days yet left for me. 

What boots it where the winter winds lay low 
The barren trunk^ the withered shadeless tree? 

" Madman I** the crowd exclaims^ itself unwise I 
All do not find their food in every road^ — 

The pilgrim-poet's food in thinking lies: 

His heart lives on the works of Gk)d ! 

Adieu, my aged sire, and sisters dear ! 

My white and walnut- shaded home, adieu ! 
Farewell, my steeds, now idling all the year! 
My lonely hearth-couched dogs, farewell to 
you! 
Each image grieves, and haunts me like the ghost 

Of bliss departed, that would stay me fain: 
Ah, may our re-uniting hour be crost 

By no like shades of doubt and pain I 

And thou, my land, more vexed by surge and 
blast 
Than the frail bark which now my all conveys. 
Land, on whose fate the hopes of earth are cast. 
Adieu ! thy shores now fly my dimming gaze ! 
Oh, may a ray of heaven dispel the gloom 

Which wraps thy freedom, temples, throne, and 
thee, 
And all thy sacred borders re-illume, 
With light of immortality ! 

And thou, Marseilles, that at the gates of France 
Sittest as if to hail each coming guest, 

Whose port smiles o'er these seas, with hope-bright 
glance. 
And seems for winged barks an eagle nest; 
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Wbere Idndhr hands jct feel the clasp of mine. 

Where jet m j feet half cling in fond sojourn. 
Thine he mj parting prayer, Marseilles^ and 
thine 
Mj first sahite on mj return! 



!iUtht99 to n €asUn %tn^. 

/^HILD of the East, and dost thou ask a wreath of 

^ song from me?— - 

Thon, nursed where desert-winds pour forth their 

music wild and free ! 
Flower of Aleppo's gardens! thou, upon whose 

opening bloom, 
The bulbul might have loved to chant and languish 

in perfame! 

Who to the balsam-tree brings back the sweets that 

from it flow? 
Or would refix its beauteous fruits upon the'orange 

bough? 
Who seeks to lend new lustre to the oriental mom? 
Or would with added stars of gold night's glitterii^p 

sky adorn? 

No, this is not a place for verse ! but, if thou lovest 

well 
All that which casts o'er poesy its most enchanting 

spell, 
Look on the waters of this pool, and there thyself 

behold — 
Compared with loveliness like thine, all verse is weak 

and cold ! 



\ 
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len, placed in the kiosk at night beside the lat- 
tice-bars, 
rough which creeps in the ocean-breeze, the light 
of moon and stars, 
Thon sittest on a mat to which Palmyra lent its 

gifts, 
pN And whence the Moka's bitter fames arise in heated 
drifts; 

When to those half-closed lips of thine thy beauteous 

fingers raise 
Thy pipe of jasmine-wood, on which the golden 

Settings blaze, 
And, drinking in the rose's sweet perfume the while^ 

thy mouth 
Makes murmurings in the water-cell, as of the breezy 

south; 

When the winged mists which hover and embrace 

thee round and round 
With odorous vapours, have their chain about thy 

senses wound. 
And visions, far-off dreams, of love, and days of 

youthful glee, 
J^oat round us in the fragrant air exhaled in mists 

from thee; 

When thou describ'st the Arab steed, the spumer of 

the sands. 
Subjected to the foaming bit beneath thy childlike 

hands-^- 
Thy slanting glance so lustrous bright, meanwhile, 

as to outvie 
The soft yet burning brilliancy of his triumphant eye: 
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When, tapering like the handle of the polished vase, 

thine arm 
Upon thy bended elbow props thy brow of many a 

charm, 
And when a chance reflection of the evening lamp 

displays 
Thy jewelled poniard's hilt and sheath, all bright 

with diamond rays — 

Then is there nought in all the sonnds that language 

can employ. 
Nought in the dreaming brow of those who know 

the poet's joy. 
Nought in the soft sighs of a soul from stain and 

blemish free, 
Nought half so fresh and redolent of poesy as 

thee! 

I have o'erpast the happy time, in which life's flower 

of bloom, 
Love, young love, opens up the heart, and fills it 

with perfume. 
And admiration in my soul, though touched unto 

the core. 
Has nought for beauty but a ray that carries warmth 

no more ! * 

Alone in this unpassioned heart the harp is now 

adored: — 
Yet how would I, in younger years, my verses forth 

have poured, 
For one of those most fragrant wreaths of light and 

cloudy air. 
Which now thy lip sends up to float, unheeded here 

and there ! 
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Or how should I have joyed to trace that most en- 

chanting mould, 
Of which a viewless hand now forms an outline dim 

and cold, 
As night's soft rays, caressing with their light that 

form of thine, 
Sketch on the wall its shadowy grace amid the sweet 

moonshine ! 



Sifltll nf lit Waiin Irnti 



SPECTATOE, wearied out with life s great play, 
Thou leav'st us in a rough and troublous way; 
Prophet or bard the nations have no more, 
To charm and head their march as heretofore; 
Kings find the trembling throne a seat unsure, 
Chiefs rule a day, kingdoms a month endure; 
Human opinion's strong, impetuous roll — 
The fiery equinox that whelms the soul— 
Permitteth none, not even in hope to stand 
Firm on the lofty summit of command: 
!ttit sets the strong, by turns, upon the crown, 
Strikes them with giddiness, and hurls them down. 
In vain the world invokes a help and stay — 
The potent time compels us 'neath its sway; 
A child may curb the sea when it is bland. 
But weak are all men when the time is grand. 
Lo ! tribunes, chiefs, kings, citizens each one — 
Qod lays the hand on all, and chooseth none ! 
And the resistless fiery meteor. Power, 
Falls on our heads, to judge us, and devour. 
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Freed (as he thought) by death from mortal ills^ 
Harold, amazed, found yet a life in death, 
And, dragging of his frame the worthless shreds, 
Thrid with chance steps the shadows of the tomb. 
No star lit up the bleak horizon there; 
The scene was not of heaven, nor yet of earth; 
A second chaos seemed to reign around. 
His outstretched arm touched bones, and bones alone. 
Which, roaming like himself athwart the gloom, 
Chilled with sepulchral rattlings all the air. 
Like waves urged forward by succeeding waves, 
Some mystic impulse drove them through the night. 
Onwards they moved, as sands are swept along 
By desert winds; onwards and onwards still. 
Toward the waste vale of Jehoshaphat, 
Destined to see man's rising from the dust. 
The peopling generations of the grave 
Pressed all to reach that dark and lonely spot. 
But the Destroying Angel, sword in hand, 
Against the silent throngs barred up the access. 
Harold alone found entrance instantly. 
The flame-eyed angel touched him with the sword, 
And into the dread place, trembling and lone, 
He passed, to stand his proof before his Gk)d. 
But Christ, who shines as the eternal morn, 
Balance in hand, came not to judgment there! 

A voice cried — " Harold ! lo, the fearful hour I 
Thy proper doom thyself must now pronounce. 
The while thou livedst, in a night obscure. 
Those hours abusing meted out by Heaven, 
The time for acting was in doubting spent. 
The endless day now rises to thine eyes; 
But God, clement ineflfably, grants still 
Another proof in love. Hear, and again essay I 
Yet tremble, for it is thy final chance. 
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Mark ! in the dimmest spot of these death-plai]is^ 
Where night appears to thicken her mute sBadeSy 
The Judgment-Angel now hath placed two Urns, 
Which are the same to yision and to touch; 
But one of them encloses in its womb 
The fruit corruptless of the tree of life. 
Which man, through fatal curiosity, 
Plucked prematurely in the world's young days. 
The other urn conceals, in its deep gloom. 
The cause of man's temptation and his fiall. 
Symbol of evil, there the darkling Snake 
lAes couched with all its folds orbicular; 
And, blackening with its venom its retreat. 
Darts death upon the hand that pluuges there ! 
Jehovah, by my voice, before thy doom. 
Bids thee attempt this choice of dread import, 
And gives thee, to direct thy human eje$, 
Three Torches, with celestial light illumed. 
Go, then, with Faith, Eeason, and Genius ^-r- 
Woe! if these lights should be extinguished! woel 
Choosing and plunging blindedly, thy hand 
Must then at hazard draw or life or death!*" 

All now is hushed. Harold, with terror chilled, 
Sees Faith descending to his side from heaven. 
She places in his hand her lamp, whose flame 
Is the soul's guide amid the mists of fate. 
Its dazzling brightness overpowers his eye; 
At his first steps beneath the blaze he stumbles; 
And, giving back to gloom his feeble lids. 
The heave^y torch is in the dust extingiushed! 
The lamp of Eeason Harold now receives; 
Its weaker glow embraces lesser space. 
Yet it suffices to assure his steps. 
More firmly planted, slowly move his fSfet; 
But birds of night, of heavy flight and low, 
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Shake the unstable spark at every step. 
In vain he shields it with his shading hand; 
The dusky crowds besiefi^e it ceaselessly: 
And, finally, a bird with weighty wing 
Extinguishes his second torch of hope! 

The third and last remains. Infinite grace 
Hath left the lamp of Genius burning still — 
Though oft a light without enlightenment. 
Harold, in bearing it, fears eyen to breathe, 
And, yeiling in his breast the sickly flame. 
Watches with dread, as one would watch his soul. 
Alas ! when near the goal, his eye, alarmed, 
Beholds its doubtful rays grow fainter slowly. 
It scarcely tints with white the urns of fate; 
He would re-animate it with his breath; 
He breathes, and it expires. " Unhappy one !" 
Exclaimed the yoice — ''three lamps bestowed as 

guides 
Are now extinguished as thy journey ends. 
The urns alone can clear the awful doubt. 
In cither's bosom, yeiled by darkness from thee, 
Make thy eternal choice, and choose by chance!" 
A bloody sweat, more chilly than the tomb, 
Falls in large drops from Harold's pallid front. 
Forward he steps, pauses, and yainly looks; 
Three times his hand advances, and three times 
He shifts from urn to urn, with fears o'er whelmed; 
Trembling, he fain would quit the spot of doom. 
Braying at length the dark decree of fate, 
His hand he plunges, with averted eyes. 
He opens it, by freezing horror cramped, 
To sound by touch the gloomy depths within, 
When, lo ! the cold, encircling snake he feels. 
And falls, loud-shrieking — "Harold, thou hast 

erred!" 
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The echo of that cry Jehoshaphat 
Prolongs, until the sound dispels his Dream ! 
He shudders, lifts aloft a long sad look — 
A name is on his lips — ^it is too lat< 
He is no hobe! 



IStnn mrittjii at 35ttlhk. 



IHTSTEKIOUS deserts! 'neath whose mounds are 

•^^ strewn 

The bones of cities, now by name unknown; 

Huge blocks, by ruin's torrent tumbled o'er; 

Vast bed of life, whose stream now flows no more; 

Ye temples, for whose marble bases, hills 

Were rent like trees beneath the woodmen's bills; 

Ye gulfs, through which whole river-floods might 

stray; 
Columns, 'mong which the eye can find no way; 
Pillar and arch, a long, dark, alleyed host, 
Where, as in clouds, the wandering moon is lost; 
Capitals, whose sites the eye would vainly tell; 
Great characters, imprinted on earth's shell — 
To touch you, and your mysteries to test, 

A pilgrim comes from the far West ! 

The path, by which his bark the billows ranged, 

A hundred times had its horizon changed; 

He cast his life on the abysmal deeps, 

His feet are worn upon the mountain steeps; 

His tent hath felt the fiery eastern sun, 

His friends grew faint before the goal was won; 



And ev'n his dog, if ere he reach his land. 
Will recognise no more his voice or hand; 
And from him, on his travel, has been riven 
His eye's sole star, the child who gave his heaven 
Its aU of light and immortality: 
Childless, without memorial, he must die ! 
And now upon these mighty wrecks he sits. 
And heareth but the mocking wind by fits: 
A load upon his brow and bosom rests — 

Thought, heart, no longer there are guests! 



ttiin in ^txih 

rrbe Mlowtaff pieee te a tranaUtioa from a poem by LnoMitlBtk •'' 
dreaed to hJs brotber-in-Iaw, M. Montherot, and oompoaed at aea, daxlAf 
the poet's royage to Palestine. It appeared In the woric giring an aeeouit 
of that Pilgrimage.] 

Tj^EIEND, more than Mend, brother in heart and 
^ soul, 

Whose sad look haunts me still as on I roll; 
Across so many waves, fiung far a-lee. 
Through floods of sky and air, I think of thee! 
I think of all the hours we two have spent. 
Where asp and willow o'er the brook are bent — 
Of our oft lingering steps, our converse sweet. 
In which thy verse with mine would often meet — 
Thy verse of smiles and sunny flashes born. 
Not from the lyre with tremulous ardour torn, 
But which thy careless hand, from day to day, 
Leaves to what wind of fancy sweeps thy way; 
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Like to those liquid pearls, wept by the dawn, 
That steep in sparkling tints the waking lawn— - 
Which, undiffused, a stream would constitute, 
But now sink noiseless on the passer's foot; 
Whose humble shower, raised by the sun, exhales 
At length in perfume on the drying gales ! 

New days, new cares; for every fruit its time. 
Long ere my judgment had attained its prime, 
While yet I sported round a mother's knees, 
A child whom toys could charm, or toys displease, 
I copied boys, my equals, in their play, 
I spoke their language, and I did as they. 
In early spring, when buds begin to sprout. 
And sap from bark of trees seems sweating out, 
I sought our village torrent's rumbling billow, 
To cut fresh branches from the bending willow; 
Then softening with my lips a twig, as yet 
Undried, I from it pulled the bark unsplit; 
I blew into the wood, and soon a sound. 
Plaintive and soft, filled all the air around; 
For artful rules this sound was all unmeet-— 
An empty noise, a murmur vague and sweet. 
Like to the voices of the wave and breeze, 
Which bear no meaning, though the ear they 

please; 
The prelude of a soul stirred in young years, 
Which chants before the days of song, weeps ere the 

time of tears ! 

Those times are past, and half my span is gone; 
And pain and care have raised my spirit's tone. 
These fragile reeds, fit toys for bojdsh days, 
Could ill relieve this load that on me weighs. 
It lieth not in mortal speech nor rhyme, 
In trump of war, nor yet in organ chime. 



To bear the outburst of my soul s foU blast, 
Wboee fire melts all its shock dotb not overcast ! 
To vent its breathings, it hath long ago 
Benoonced the phiases of the world below: 
Their firagile srmbols would be burst — ^*twixt wor 
And word, lightning collisions would be stirred — 
And ToutK with shakincf front, would wildlT crv, 
" Let him speak sofUv, LordI or else we die!* 

But thus the soul speaks to itself alone: — 
In that unspoken toDgue, that mighty tone. 
Which ncTer hand of flesh on scroll defined. 
Doth spirit speak to spirit, mind to mind ! 
Losing of common tongues all exercise. 
On tlus the lonely soul for cheer relies. 
Ever within me doth it murmur on. 
Like to a noisy sea, that resteth none; 
Its heaTv blows, that on my temples ring, 
Soimd like the rustling of the tempest's wing — 
Eeverberate in me like a flood by night. 
Each wave of which roars loudly in its flight; 
Or like rebounding thunder on the hills. 
Which all the plain with echoed Toices fills; 
Or brazen roarings of the wintry breeze, 
Falling like Lebanon's masses on the seas; 
Or like the mighty clash, when on a rock 
The wayes in mountains rise, or &11 in smoke; 
Such are the tones, the yoices, that may roll. 
In music fit, the burden of my soul! 

No more for me those yerses, where the thought, 
As from a sounding bow frill trimly shot. 
And on two rhyming words made to rebound, 
Dances complacent at the whim of sound ! 
My ear disdains this frigid trick of art; 
And if the past time's memories touch my heart; 



-> 



POEMS. 201 

If, while the clear-skied East's mute wilds I view, 

My visage e'er shall smiling turn to you; 

If, thinking how my friends this morn will see, 

My soul with theirs would intermingled be; 

In other tones my heart to them shall speak, 

And in return their loved remembrance seek. 

By Prayer! — ^that language, winged, strong, and 

clear. 
Which, in one sigh, embraces all held dear — 
Shows to the heart, and brings in sight of God, 
A thousand loved ones, near and far abroad; 
Makes between all, through aids from virtue given, 
A viewless commerce in the gifts of heaven; 
A boundless language, reaching to the sky. 
The better heard that it ascends so high; 
Pure incense ! which an equal perfume leaves 
With him who lights the flame, and who receives ! 

Thus would my soul itself to thee unfold. 
All common speech to me seems weak and cold: — 
And would'st thou know whence springs this scorn- 
ful mind, 
Follow my bark, that flies before the wind; 
Come to those scenes where worlds have passed 

away. 
And sands exult where empires had their day — 
Where heroes, sages, gods, entombed remain — 
Come, and three nights, three views, will all ex- 
plain ! 

I now have left the land, whose endless noise. 
Far, far at sea, still haunts one and annoys; 
That Europe ! sinking, splitting, struggling all. 
Where every hour beholds some ruin fall; 
Where two great spirits, ever hot at war. 
Crush throne and fane, and laws and morals mar. 



^ 




r9i£*£r :i7>hl:3Bc :srsx*i. 




Jkifibtt'iamr: 



rmsic-i^ jii]i"BL :bbob sbt seok tsas 
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Tt'SwsaHL «niK. 

1^ iSapiziL E^TTintft^ TlttsmsBftois laif^ dbivcL 



I FroBi ki^ Cjt&ercm's tsip ike daj cimms dovB, 

Ajid iiribs of wmamj a knekt ike ttdkcd crown; 
\ Trom Haaik to b^ie. frooa pbiii lo «% tke im j 

Purri. but nnsres notkinsr b^ ike mr; 

Ko eities in the dkunce, hfight with fira; 

Xo smoke bj moraing's breath sent up in sj^res; 

No hamlets perched iip<m the slc^fHng hill; 

No towers the Tale, the seas no vessels fill; 

In passing o'er each Ufeless height and plain. 

The rays fall dead, and never rise again. 

But one, the loftiest shot from morning's bow, 

Ilends from the gilded Parthenon on mj brow. 
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Then, glancing sadly o'er the stones, time-scarred^ 
Where dozes o'er his pipe the Moslem guard, 
Turns down, as if to weep its ruined grace, 
And dies on Theseus' lofty temple-base? 
Two rays, disporting on two wrecks ! — this pair 
Are all that shine and say, Athens is there ! 



€)^t fiijiiig (Cjftiatittii. 

Is it the passing bell that strikes mine ear? 
And who are they that weep around me here? 
For whom these torch-lights? this death-chant 
for whom? 
Doth now thy voice indeed upon me make 
The final call, O Death? What! do I wake 
Upon the borders of the tomb ? 

O ! precious sparkle of divinest flame. 
Immortal tenant of this mortal frame. 

Dispel thy terrors; freedom comes with Death. 
Shake off thy bonds, and take the upward road; 
Man only casts aside a weary load 

When he resigns his mortal breath ! 

Yes, Time hath ceased to measure out my hours. 
Bright messengers from the celestial powers. 

To what new mansions now conduct you me? 
Already do I swim on waves of light: — 
The scenes in view dilate upon my sight. 

And from my feet earth seems to flee ! 
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But, while my soul respondeth to her call, 
Do sighs and sobs upon my hearing fall? 

Brothers in exile here, weep ye my fate? 
Weep not ! — already in the sacred bowl 
I have forgotten grief, and my rapt soul 

Enters upon her blissful state ! 



€n tjiJ Siglltiiigalt 



[Tbe following little piece is from one of Lamartine's books of " Har- 
monies, Poetical and Keligions.**] 



WHAT time thy heavenly voice preludes 
Unto the fair and silent night, 
Winged minstrel of my solitudes, 
Unknown to thee I trace its flight. 

Thou knowest not that one remains 
Beneath the trees hour after hour, 

Whose ear drinks in thy wondrous strains, 
Intoxicated by their power; 

Nor that the while a breath of air 
Escapes but from my lips with grief; 

And that my foot avoids with care 
The rustling of a single leaf; 

Thou deemest not that one, whose art 
Is, like thine own, but known to day, 

Bepeats and envies in his heart 
Thy forest-bom nocturnal lay 1 
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• 

If but the star of night reclines 

Upon the hills thy song to hear, 
Amid the branches of the pines 

Thou crouchest from the ray in fear. 

Or if the rivulet, which chides 

The stone that in its way doth come, 

But speaks from 'neath its mossy sides, 

The sound affrights, and strikes thee dumb ! 

Thy voice, so touching and sublime, 
Is far too pure for this gross earth: — 

Surely we well may deem the chime 
An instinct which with God has birth 1 

Thy warblings and thy murmurs sweet 

Into melodious union bring 
All fair sounds that in nature meet. 

Or float from heaven on wandering wing. 

Thy voice, though thou may'st know it not, 

Is but the voice of the blue sky — 
Of forest glade, and sounding grot. 

And vale where sleeping shadows lie; 

It blends the tones which it receives 
From prattlings of the summer rills. 

From trembling rustlings of the leaves, 
From echoes dying on the hillsj;^ 

From waters filtering drop by drop 

Down naked crag to basin cool, 
And sounding ever, without stop. 

While wrinkling all the rock-arched pool; 




Tram xitr rici: hmoKe^Hra pknaii tiuot fkow 
Trtxm eim ttir hmncbr niftia of xmes; 

TTi\m whi^^crms: T«^<k. md ^iwvw t^Hflt go 
Tv dtr ng^iiti lite idiareii cf 



Of xhtfif f<wfK<x x'lurf^ irhidi contain 
The insoint!: xhtf mRrmfOJC!^ liicie. 

!Qiaii pveaz iixii;o iii^ and me ! 
Ah '. i^ifSkT »o HC& naf*nxnu^ simok^ 

And xiMse iur :fiowcDv ii n^ddi <»ac^ loan 
JQioTT m xcm. and sMonii %<> 4!ii«'^ 

Tbcsf l<aT«s nil Tiriiri ibe df^-4iftars Bfi, 
l^if»e &MiN«l )«ryiaxbin{;» of i^ trees — 

All things;. O . Xanux^. IcTfndhr car, 
^ A vitioe mwtt lie for «wwii» 1^ tbese!* 

And ibfti inT«Q«n\v» T*raoe — )iiax iKsniid, 

Wiu«i anir«"^ lisiwi i*» vni me — ^ 

Dos Fa§^ of pons niir^si — i$ fennd 
In t^ieu mdi>£oaBS bird, in tiwe ! 



€\t Ertiri X«»r. 



OH * Vale, iritk mr lamentings filled, 
Streamlet, mai&e traublotts with mj t<ar9y 
Moantain and wood, whose echoes thrilled 
With lajB of mine in othor yean! 
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Oh I zephyr, by her breath embalmed I 
Paths where my steps she led at will 

To glades by shady boughs becalmed, 
And whither habit guides me still ! 

How changed is all I Vainly mine eye, 
dazing through chilling tears around, 

Asks whither all those charms could fly, 
That once so plenteous here were found? 

The earth is not less fair to view. 

And pure is still the arch of heaven: — 

But, ah ! sweet Vale, to her, not you, 
My joys I owed — my love was given ! 



^n Mi^ivxi ^uh. 



[On recelTing the last Volume of her Poetiy.] 

I 

II^ITHIN my native village clock, 
' ' There is an instrument of sound. 
Which to my youthful hearing spoke. 
Like voice celestial, earthward bound. 

When, after absence sad and long, 
Back to my parent roof I came, 

From far I caught the airy song 
That hallowed metal wont to frame. 

I fondly deemed it to repeat 
Voices of joy from all our vale — 

That of a sister, kind and sweet, 

And mother, moved my name to hail. 




aiv TBOipic ^eul s^iai^ mol ik 



TitaiBBipi Tit sl "«^a.^ msab 



7'ir "ZitBsti -muse hfsc u m; nL ^Brsa: 
Tiif rtjijL fLootf -ranee Vini 5c* j^^ 



I hij^^sti TSias^ frtjoL coieEr <ir.*arfr ifcrMie 
Owi iniB3xun» v*jiKlii ci;me bwk m njkft, 

Wliiov xhj fvwt idbdJUis vere (^pen lud, 
SooKthinz of hxst^ir sdll wo«Id ccnhm; 
Floving from eTor Terse I read. 

The gcnhis erer is the smrae. 

The same the soul — oar si^arce of power; 
But thoagh it still can musie frame* 

Beneath thj hand now tear-drops shower! 



I 
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Lorn Wife ! unhappy Mother ! none 
Can wholly hide misfortune's smarts: — 

Verse speaks the soul in truest ione, 
And sad words flow from breaking hearts. 

With the bard's &te agrees the song. 

All vainly wouldst Siou snule ! 1 see 
A tear steal every chord along, 

And shiverings o'er thy fingers flee. 

Farewell the paths of harmony. 
Which we so long together trod ! 

The tears of Genius to dry 
What boots the lyre? It needs a Gk>d ! 



€j[B 3Siittnfiwi 



BORN with the springtime, with the rose to die; 
Through the pure air on zephyr's wing to fly; 
Couched on the bosom of the half-shut flowers, 
In perfiimed light to bask away the hours; 
Breath-like, on wind-swept pinion, from this home 
To mount, infantine, to uie etemA dome; 
Such a charmed doom to butterflies is given, 
like to Desire are they, which, restless still. 
And still unpleased, though rifling sweets at will, 
Turns at the last to seek for bliss in heaven 1 




t-M^W^'', ■* 
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totype, scarcely displays greater polish and elaboration of style ; 
and the modem Graul, moreover, imitates, if he fails to equal, 
the famous old Roman in terseness of thought and condensed 
force of expressioiL Beranger himself has placed it on re- 
cord, that he at times has expended a week in evolving and 
finishing to his mind one brief stanza of bis lyrics. Thus far 
not unin^e to Horace, he resembles Moore also in sparkling 
gaiety, and Bums occasionally in warmth and tenderness 
of feeling. It is saying a great deal to admit Beranger to 
possess so far the combined qualities of these three incompa- 
rable lyrists, though with none of them singly can he be ranked 
as a poet. His faults are those of the old French epigram- 
matic school mainly; nor is he altogether firee fh>m its licen- 
tiousness. Such as he is, he differs completely, and in almost 
all respects, from Lamartine. The following versions might 
alone demonstrate this fact. It may not be out of place to add, 
that both poets are yet ahve, and that one of them has figured 
active^ in public life during the later French commotions. 
Beranger, though offered a seat among the Parisian Deputies, 
conceived himself too old to commence a new career, and 
spends his days in retirement. Both bards have also become 
Annalists recently. Beranger has no small amount of per- 
sonal experiences to record, having been twice fined and im- 
prisoned by the Bourbons for his Napoleonic predilections. 
Several of the pieces that follow allude to his political sufi^ 
ings and likings.] 



[Written wfaOe in confinement at La Force.] 

RIGHT sweet society the captive owes 
To his low fire, when nights are cold and long ! 
By me a sprite now sits, and toasts his toes, 

And chats, or rhjrmes, or hums some fine old 
song. 
He in the glowing embers makes me see 

Forests and seas — a universe at will, 
And with the smoke away my sorrows flee: — 
O kindly sprite ! amuse and cheer me still. 



Reftoring jonth, lie makes me dream — sniile — mcp^ 

Or lulls mj ftge with memories of the past 
Lo ! at his tonch^ across a storm j de^, 

I see a ship careering free and £ut. 
miree masts she has — On! on! and soon her crew 

In lovelier climes will drink of spring thdr fill; 
I only cannot hid the shore adiea! 

O kindl J sprite ! ai^ase and cheer me stilL 

What see I now! an eagle soaring high. 

Scanning the height of the imperial sonf 
Tis a balloon: see how her streamers flj! 

And now the e je hath boat and boatman wim. 
Ah, if his daring breast know pitj soft^ 

For those chfoned here it now must keenly thrill; 
fiow pnre and free the air he breathes aloft! 

O kindlj sprite ! cheer and amuse me stilL 

A Swiss canton, lo 1 now the embers form. 

With glaciers, torrents, vallejB, lakes, cmd flodn. 
Whj fled I not when I foresaw the storm. 

And Freedom showed this home amid the rodat 
I would pass o*er these heights to where our flag 

Still waves, methinks, as on a giant hill: 
Away from France my feet I ne'er could drag — 

O kindly sprite I amuse and cheer me stilL 

A new mirage within my desert show! 

Gome, sprite, and roam we o'er these wooded 
slopes. 
In vain there comes a whisper, soft and low, 

" Be wise and bend the knee — your diain straigU 
drops." 
Thou who, despite the watchful turnkey band, 

To make me young at fifty hast the skill. 
Come, strike the fire again with magic wand ! 

O kindly sprite ! cheer and amuse me stilL 
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long of t^t CnsBOik to |is $UA 

[A piece ftall of Gallie htte to the Rue Inyaden of 1814.] 



COME, friend of the Cossack 1 bright courser, come 
forth, 
And bound to the sound of the trump of the North. 
For pillage still ready, and fearless of scathe. 
Spring under me, steed, and lend pinions to death ! 
No gold there may be on thy saddle or bit, 
But patience ! — such prizes shall come to thee yet; 
Thou fjEuthful one, neigh, then, in haughtiest tones. 
And prance with thy hoofs upon nations and thrones ! 

Peace, flying, to thee hath abandoned the day; 
The bulwarks of Europe are rent and away ! 
Come, bear me to treasures of wealth! and, for thee. 
In the home of the arts shall thy stable soon be ! 
Come, drink of the rebel-waved Seine, then, once 

more, 
Where the blood from thy hoofs has been twice 

laved before. 
Thou faithful one, neigh in thy haughtiest tones. 
And prance with thy hoofs upon nations and thrones ! 

Priests, nobles, and princes upon us have cried. 
When pressed by the poor ones they crushed in 

their pride. 
"Come, save us," they say, "and our lords ye shall 

reign — 
Slaves to you, we at home still may tyrants remain." 
My lance I have lifted, and low it shall bring 
The cross of the priest and the crown of the king! 
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Thoa £uthfiil one, neigh in tbj haughtiest tones. 
And prance with th j hoo& upon nations ami thrones ! 

I flaw a Tast Phantom aloft in the sky, 

And it gazed on our host with a flame-ldndled eye. 

" My reign is renewed !" cried the shadowy form. 

And a huge sword it shook o'er the west, like a storm. 

It was Attila's spirit, I knew it at once; 

And the Toice I ohey, as should child of the Hans. 

Thon Cedthfiil one, neigh, then, in haughtiest tones^ 

And prance with ihj hoo& upon nations and thrones ! 

The fiune on which Europe so proudly looks bai^ — 
Her knowledge, so weak in the hour of attack — 
All, all in that dust shall be swallowed and swamped, 
Which rises wherever thy hoof may have tramped. 
On, on in thy course, then ! — destroy without pause 
Their palaces, temples, tombs, manners, and laws! 
Neigh, &ithfal one, neigh in thy haughtiest tones, 
And prance with thy hoofs upon nations and thrones! 



€|j %[hl 3flnt^iL 



[The following song, which, in its £n|^ish dnss^bai liftfie pretnuioii to 
any merit besides tliat of being a fair translation, will i^ye some idea of 
the li^t, arch, and simple diaracter of Beranger's eariler aad less smM* 
tions efltasions. A blind mother sits in a cottage beside her pretty danghtsr, 
and cautions her against love, wliHe all the time an amatory scene is go* 
ing on between the girl and the yery loyer whom the old dame dreads.] 

DAUGHTER, while you turn your wheel, 
Listen to the words I say; 
Colin has contrived to steal 
Your unthinking heart away: 
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Of his fawning voice beware, 
You are all the blind one's care, 
And I mark your sighs whene'er 

Our young neighbour's name is heard; 
Colin's tongue is false, though winning — 

Hist! the window is unbarred! 
Ah, Lisette, you are not spinning ! 

The room is close and warm, you say. 

But, my daughter, do not peep 
Through the casement — ^night and day 

Colin there his watch doth keep. 
Think not mine a grumbling tongue. 
Ah ! ere at my breast you hung, 
I, like you, was &ir and young, 

And I know how apt is loye 
To lead the youthful heart to sinning — 

Hist! the door — I heard it move! 
Ah, Lisette, you are not spinning ! 

It is a gust of wind, you say. 

That hath made the hinges grate; 
And my poo?* old growling Tray, 

Must you break for that his pate? 
Ah, my child, put faith in me. 
Age permits me to foresee 
Colin soon will faithless be, 

And your love to an abyss 
Of grief will be the sad beginning — 

Bless me! sure I heard a kiss? 
Ah, Lisette, you are not spinning! 

TVas your little bird, you say, 

Gave that tender kiss just now; 
Make him cease his trifling, pray. 

He will rue it else, I vow. • 



Lore, my girl, oft bringeth paiii. 
Shame uid sorrow in his train, 
While the Mse saccessfdl swain 

Scorns the heart he hath broiled 
From true yirtae's paths to sinning — 

Hist ! I hear jon moving, child; 
Ah, Lisette, you are not spinning! 

You wish to take the air, you say; 

Think you, daughter, I beliere youf 
Bid young Colin go his way. 

Or at once as bride receive you I 
Let him go to church, and there 
Show his purpose to be fiur; 
But, till then, beside my chair 

You must work, my giri, nor heed 
All his vows so fond and winning:— 

Tangled is love's web indeed — 
Lisette, my daughter, mind your spinning! 



€jiB (Dli /Ug* 



[Written in ISlff, after the fidl of Napoleon, when his disbaiided 
yeterans conld only meet and gnunUe in aecret.} 

T COME from where, around the bowl, 
•■• My mates in glory I have seen; 
The wme and talk have warmed my soul. 

And waked the thoughts of what has been. 
One flag I keep, but veiled from day, 

Memorial of our valour's dues: — 
When shall I shake the dust away, 

That now obscures its noble hues? 
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Beneath the pallet where I lie, 

War-spent and poor, is now concealed 
That flag, which, sure of victory. 

Flew twenty years 6om field to field. 
Still decked with flowers and leaves of bay, 

To flame o'er Europe did it use: — 
When shall I shake the dust away. 

That now obscures its noble huesf 

This banner well repaid to France 

Whatever flow of blood it cost; 
Her children toyed with Freedom's lance. 

When they of Freedom's love could boast. 
Through it may Glory yet display 

To Hngs her equalising views:— 
When shSl I shake the mist away, 

That now obscures its noble huesi 

Its eagle, wearied with the shock 

Of fer-won fields, yet lieth low: 
Bejoin to it the GktUic cock. 

Which well to launch the bolt doth know. 
And we shall mark how, free and gay, 

Her blessing France to it renews: — 
When shall I shake the dust away, 

That now obscures its noble hues? 

Tired of its course by conquest's side, 

The laws shall it support — ^restore; 
The soldier shall in peace abide 

A citizen upon the Loire. 
This flag is now our only stay; 

Unfurl it to the nations' views: — 
When shall I shake the dust away, 

That now obscures its noble hues? 
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Mens f/f glory and wine, friends of love and the mnse, 
O ! smile on the songs of a hearty old man ! 
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Like joxx, from sweet lips once enchantment I drew^ 

As your grand-dames may tell, whom I wor- 
shipp^ of yore; 
I had mistresses, mansions, and friendships, like you : 

My mistresses, mansions', and friends, a^^'no mL ! 
Faithful memory sometimes the picture renews, 

And a sigh breaks apart as the vision I scan: — 
Sons of glory and wine, friends of love and the muse, 

O ! smile on the songs of a hearty old man ! 

Though tempest-tost oft; in the broils of our land, ' 

Her sweet sky to me has been dear amid all. 
And the cup of good wine which still comes to my 
hand. 

Neither malice nor pride ever mingled with gall ! 
Nor the vintage to hail can I even refuse 

On slopes where for me once the ruddy juice ran:— 
Sons of glory and wine, friends of love and the muse, 

1 smile on the songs of a hearty old man ! 

Though the comrade and friend of our warriors of 
old. 

Not now would I stir you their steps to pursue; 
All our proud days of conquest more cheaply I hold. 

Than one bright day of festival triumphs with you. 
Yes! the palms on your temples I rather would 
choose. 

Than any e'er won since grim war first began: — 
Sons of glory and wine, friends of love and the muse, 

O ! smile on the songs of a hearty old man ! 

Drink a cup yet, my friends, to the last of my loves ! 

How bright, through your virtues, the future shall 

bloom! 

O'er the earth, to restore its fresh youth, freedom 

moves. 

And happy days yet shall shed light on my tomb ! 
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Hopes of France's fair ebringtime, receive my adieus! 

To behold you I've fingered as long as I can: — 
Sons of glory and wine, friends of love and the muse, 

0! smile on the songs of a hearty old man! 



[DftTid, the painter, par exeeUenee^ of the Empire— the ftiend, tad wor- 
ihipper, aUnost, of Napoleon— was forced, on the Reatorallon of the 
Bonrbona, to retire into exile. At his decease, his relatiTes attempted to 
bring his remains to Paris, as he had earnestly desired. They were 
stopped on the French flrontier, howcTer, by a cmel order of the powers 
that were. ** On this hint " Beranger here speaks.] 

"VOU cannot pass!" was the stern reply of the 
•*• frontier sentinelle, 

To those who bore the painter's dust to the earth he 
loved so well. 

''0 soldier!" cried the mourners then, in sad im- 
ploring tones, 

''Must stern proscription lay its ban ev'n on his 
senseless bones? 

And can his native soil refuse a narrow resting-place, 

To him whose genius is the while her glory and her 
grace?" 

"You pass not by!" was still the cry of the frontier 

sentinelle. 
" soldier ! ere the mists of death athwart his vision fell, 
Up to his latest sigh, he turned his yearning gaze 

on France, 
And all the exile's long fond love was centred in the 

glance. 
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=0! give a little grave to him, through whose im- 
mortal hand 

All fdture times may see and know the grandeur of 
our land!" 



'^ You cannot pass !" in softened tones now cried the 

sentinelle. 
^'0 soldier! Freedom's purest glow alone in him 

could dwell, 
Whose pencil woke to life the brave, self-martyred 

m the pass 
Of old Thermopylae, with great and good Leonidas; 
And unto him his country owed the splendours of 

the time, 
That saw her arts and arms revive to glorious, 

golden prime." 

'^You cannot pass! 'ti^ my duty, alas!" cried the 

saddened sentinelle. 
" Ah, soldier ! he whose hand no more shall charm 

us with its spell — 
He knew the gallant warrior's meed, for he gloried 

to portray 
The peerless hero whose renown can never pass 

away: — 
Like Jove th' imperial conqueror seemed to David's 

eye the while- 
Alas! that laurelled head lies low, on a far-off rocky 

isle!" 



" You cannot pass !" was still the cry of the fron- 
tier sentinelle. 

Though his faltering tones betrayed the birth of 
thoughts too strong to quell. 
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** A mortal is no more, my child; 

His was the star you saw decline. 
With friends who sat around and smiled, 

He laughed, and sang, and quaffed his wine. 
He sank to sleep, happy so far 

That, amid joy, his call he hears." 
Lo,* shepherd, yet another star, 

Whic^ shoots, and shoots, and disappears. 

" How pure and bright that light we view! 

It bears a beauteous object's fate — 
A daughter good, a lover true. 

And soon to wed a tender mate. 
The nuptial garland binds her brow, 

And H3anen to the altar steers." 
Behold another star just now. 

Which shoots, and shoots, and disappears. 

" My son, that quick-descending light 

A high-born infant represents, 
Whose cradle, empty now, shone bright 

With gold and purple ornaments. 
Too oft with poison flatterers mar 

Such whom for greatness fortune reard." 
Lo, shepherd, yet another star 

Which shoots, and shoots, and disappears. 

" How baleful was that light, my son ! 

On a king's favourite it rose. 
Who deemed a statesman's laurels won, 

When he but mocked a people's woes. 
Those to this idol wont to bow 

Now toss aside his bust with jeers." 
Behold another star even now. 

Which shoots, and shoots, and disappears. 
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Tri3 a wi^tj m\ait agoy siiice there Imd at 

A king but little tfpohai oi in simry, O! 
Who went betimes to bed, and was slow to laiie his 
head. 
Nor lost a wink of sleep for lack of gloiy, 0! 
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A nightcap which dame Kate made to fit upon his 

pate, 
Was all the crown, they say, of this wondrous po- 
tentate ! 

Ola! Ola! Odear! Odear! 
What a funny little king was here ! 
O dear ! 

Beneath his palace-thatch, he contentedly would 
snatch 
The bit and sup provided for him daily, O ! 
And, mounted on an ass, through his kingdom he 
would pass. 
And visit all the borders of it gaily, O ! 
Frank, fearless, and elate — 0! the dog was guard 

of state. 
That trudged by the side of this wondrous potentate. 
Olal&c. 

No costly tastes had he, though his Mends must all 
agree 
That his thirst was of the strongest for the 

But, unless kings condescend to common wants to 
bend. 
How can they live to make the nations happy, O? 
Yet from every butt to bate a pot by way of rate, 
Was all the excising of this wondrous potentate. 
01a!&c. 

He ne'er evinced a bent his dominions to aug- 
ment, 
Was peaceful and obliging as a neighbour, O ! 
And to kings a model showed, choosing pleasure for 
his code. 
And scouting all unnecessary labour, ! 
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His people's tearful strait, when their king suc- 
cumbed to fate, 

Proved the only weeping caused hy ihi« womdious 
potentate. 
01a!<kc. 

His subjects, since he died, have hi3 likeness kept 
with pride, 
His name for ever down by way of handing, 0\ 
And now that jolly face on a sign-board you may 
trace, 
0*er an alehouse of reputable standing, 1 
And when holiday and fete make the people con- 
gregate. 
They will cry as they gaae on this wondrous po- 
tentate, 

Ola! Ola! Odearl dear! 
What a fiimiy little king was here ! 



€)^t 3aftiitjli} tiiilt. 

[In flie original French, the point of the last line, and Indeed of tiie 
whole piece, depends on the word " barbom,*' which meana doUmb^ or 
greybeardt^ and is a pan on ** Boorbons." As the best BngUah sobstltati, 
hcAoom has been here nsed. The song Is prophetic oT wluU; Ihe Bowbons 
were to make of France, and cost the anther a fine aiiA tn^Tiaoimett] 

T HAVE some faith in witchcraft's power; 
■*- And lately, in a wizard's glass, 
I peeped, and saw, in mystic hour, 

All that in France shall come to pass. 
How sad a picture meets my eye ! 

Paris is here— each street and lane; 
'Tis now the twentieth century — . 

And the hahoons for ever reign! 
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In room of us a dwarf breed struts; 

Our grandsires are so small, that I 
The creatures squatting in tbdr huts 

Can scarcely in this glass espy. 
Of France — ^the France of my young day — 

Scarce doth a shadow's shade remain; 
The realm has dwindled all away:^^ 

But the baboons for eYer reign 1 

What hosts of viewless entities — 

Of small, wan Jesuits are here ! 
And, bearing tiny images, ^ 

What hordes of oth^ priests appear! 
All, 'neath such auspices, decays; 

The Court, so regal once in strain. 
Is grown a priest-school in these days: — 

But the baboons for erer r^ign ! 

All, all is puny — ^palace, cot, 

Sciences, commerce, trades, and artst 
Poor, little famines sweep, like 9hot, 

The wretched little streets and marts^ 
On frontiers, where defence is none. 

Parades a mimic soldier train, 
By tiny trumpets marshalled on:— 

But the baboons for ever reign. 

In fine, this strange prophetic glass, 

Closing the sad and sorry show. 
Before me makes a giant pass, 

Almost too large on earth to go; 
This monster nears the pigmy band-^ 

They wag their little tongues in vain — 
He coolly pockets up their land: — 

But the baboons for ever reign. 



f^wppptpp" 



228 POKKS. 



1 Snratiss 3Di(riL 

THX)LS make a great unrest 

^ For nought, 

Or what the wise a jest 

Haye thought. 
So well the life of man 

They know, 
That nought their quiet can 

Overthrow. 
Why jrield by cares to be 

Cajoled? 
Gaily our load should we 

Uphold. 
Eyil and good both sweep 

Soon by; 
And soon the last great leap 

We try. 
Yon rich man, palled with all 

He seeks; 
The poor, who serve at call 

His freaks; 
Does he his lot prefer. 

And strike 
With envy them? Both err 

Alike. 
Equals, the wise maintain. 

All are; 
Equal at least the pain 

Tliey bear. 
For all. Love on the gloom 

Doth shine; 
And still for all doth bloom 

The Vine I 
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TN this Paris, so full both of sorrow and gold, 

■*- In the year of our Lord sev'nteen hundred and 

eighty, 
At a tailor's, my grandsire, a poor man and old, 
There befell at my birUi things both wondrous 
and weighty. 
The fame of an Orpheus by nought was foretold 
To my cradle, which somewhat from rose-beds 
did vary; 
But grand-dad, when my cries on his old hearing 
rolled, 
Ran and found me one day in the arms of a &iry ! 
And with many a lay^ both pleasant and gay, 
- This kind fisdry soothed my young sorrows away. 

With a spirit unquiet, old grandfather cried, 

''Say, what fortune awaits this dear little one, 
when man?'* 
" At a wave of my wand, lo 1" the fairy replied, 

" You behold him a waiter, a printer, and penman. 
To my presages you may a thimderstroke add; 

By the lightning your boy shall be ready to perish; 

But the gods shall look down on the song-loving lad. 

And to brave other storms his existence shall 

cherish." * 

Then with many a lay, both pleasant and gay, 

The kind fairy soothed my yoimg sorrows away. 



* Beranser, who here tells much that is true, was really 
struck by hghtning in his youth, to the serious endangerment 
of his life. 
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^ AH lihe pleifinireelihflt.«3?ipli'^e,enTirontiie joang 
In the ffllenoe of nigiitfihftn }m Ijre-stiingB awaken; 
To tiie bfiulihs of the poor, mirtii fdiall flow from his 
tongxie, 
And tiie Tidi shall l^n-ongh hbn find their weari- 



Bst what spectacle Baddens hit laagnage to beY 

^Tis the golphing of freedom, the downfidi <^ glory; 
And, fike fiflher retnnnng alone from the se% 
Of the fdnpwreck of friends he in port teDs the 
sfcOTy." 
Then with mm j a lay, both pleasant and gay. 
The kind frjry soothed my yoong sorrows away. 



*Hiatii my daoghter then brought,* was the old 
taOor^s cry, 
* fiat a finger of songs, nnprodnctrve and bootiesB f 
Better frr were he destined the needle to ply, 
Hian to die, like an echo, in sounds that are fruit- 
lesB." 
''Hnshr the friiy responded, "thy fears are tH 

Tain; 
Great endowments can fril not of matly snoeeeding; 
Wdl-beloTed by his ooimtry shall be his gay strain, 
And the hearts it shall diect that in exfle lie 
bleeding." 
Then with many a lay, both pleasant and gay, 
Tbe kind £ury soothed my yonng sorrows away. 

Yesterday I was weak, friends, and plunged in mj 
woes, 
When my eyes were sm^nised by the fiury ap- 
pearing; 
While her fingers were absently stripping a roae. 
She exclaimed, ** Iliou the brmk of old age nowart 
Hearing : — 




Like the bright-hued mirage which the deserts dis- 
play, 
Are the thoughts of joys gone to the aged in 
seeming; 
To thy birthday thy friends come their homage to pay > 
Liire with them in the past--iaste one sweet hour 
of dreamine." 
And thus with her lay, so pleasant and gay, 
As of yore the kind fairy soothed sorrow away. 



€n^[tii na tlfi Sot| nf tK'ittnlM* 



OUR veterans said to me, " Thanks to thy muse, 
The people now have strains which they can sing ! 
Scorn those who would the bays to thee refuse. 

And make our deeds once more in song to ring. 
Tell of that day which traitor-ones invoked — 

That final day of glory and decline." 
I answered, casting down my eyes tear-choked, 
'' Its name shall never sadden lay of mine." 

In Athens, who of Cheronea's name 

Took joy to speak in sweet harmonious odesf 
When Athens was by fortune spoiled of hme, 

Philip she banned, and doubted of her gods. 
A similar day beheld our empire fSftll, 

And fetters brought around our limbs to twine; 
A day when basely Frenchmen smiled on all:-^ 

Its name shall never sadden lay of mine. 
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"" Perish the giant of the bcttle^hun ! " 

Cried monarchs; ^ natuHts, haste je, ererj one! 
Freedom sounds now her k^ fonereal strain; 

We, saved b^ yon, shall reign through joa alone." 
The giant fieilb; and apes that no name leare 

Hare vowed the earth in slave-chains to confine; 
That day did glory every way deceive: — 

Its name shall never sadden lay of mine. 

But wliat ! already men for new times bom 

Demand the object of my woeful plaint; 
What boots to them the shipwreck which I monm, 

Bince from the flood their cradles took no taint 
May they be happy ! and their rising star 

Eiflface the thought of that sad day's decline ! 
But^ that its memory may no pleasures mar, 

Its name shall never sadden lay of mine. 
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AGAINST us Heaven a roving comet sends, 
And we the dr(:ad concussion may not flee. 
I feel earth shake already to its ends; 
Vain now will all observatories be. 
The table once removed, adieu each guest ! 

By few, indeed, the feast could be extolled. 
Oo quickly, timid souls, and be confessed ! 
Close we the count; the world is very old, 
Old enough, and all too old. 
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Yes, thou poor globe, through ether wandering, 

Confound at length once more thy nights and days; 
And, like a schoolboy's kite with broken string. 

Tumble and turn, and tumbling turn always. 
Go bounding through the pathless airy plain. 

And on the sun be to thy ruin rolled; 
If you crush him, what hosts of suns remain ! 

Shut we the book; the world is very old. 
Old enough, and all too old. 

Would we see more of mean ambition still ? 

Of fools with pompous titles furbished out. 
Of war and rapine, of abuse and ill. 

Of lacquey-kings, and mobs — a lacquey rout? 
Are we not tired of each small plaster-god — 

Sick with but hoping bright days to behold? 
Enough done for a sphere like our abode ! 

Sum we the roll; the world is very old. 
Old enough, and all too old. 

Young people cry to me, " All things progress; 

At each slight step our chains are worn away; 
Qas gives us light, enlightenment the press. 

And steam smooths ocean for us day by day. 
Wait still, good man, for twenty years or so; 

A heaveidy ray shall warm the egg yet cold." 
I have expected thirty years that show. 

Finish we now; the world is very old. 
Old enough, and all too old. 

Far otherwise I spoke, I frankly own, 

When my breast glowed with youthfiil joyand love. 
From the bright orbit God with light hath sown, 

O earth ! (said I) be thou not known to move ! 



But ftge creepi on, Mid beavty seorag i^ 
M J Toice in tong no more is gkul and IkM. 

Come, then, tbon c<nnetarj terror, now! 
End we the tale; the world is very <^ 
Old enoagh, and all too old. 



In lit it kt 

[Bj thelMt itonza, this piece Is made Utteiiy eonginoiM with tke 

preceding.] 

T AM inspired, my dearest friends ! 
^ The promised future to us tends, 
And to my gaze itself unbends — 
ho let it be. 

Our bards shall flatterers be no more; 
The rich shall parasites abhor; 
And courtiers fawn not as of yore — 
So let it be. 

No usurers, no gamblers then; 
No great lords made of little men; 
And no clerks rude with tongue or pen — 
So let it be. 

Friendship, our life's most sweet resource, 
Shall live no more in cold discourse, 
Nor shall a chance its links divorce-^ 
So let it be. 

From gaudy dress shall woman fly; 
The spouse shall on his mate rely; 
Nor, absent, dread a rended tio-« 
So let it be. 
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Our writings shall henceforth be lit 
With more trae genius, less small wit; 
And gibberish from our tomes shall flit — 
Bo let it be. 

Of pride shall authors have some sense. 
And actors less impertinence; 
And critics shall avoid offence — 
So let it be. 

At great men's foibles one shall laugh, 
Lampoon their slaves, or paragraph, 
Yet dread not tip of bailiff's staff — 
So let it be. 

In France shall taste her sway regain, 
Justice resume her general reign. 
Nor truth in exile shall remain — 
So let it be. 

My friends, then thank we heavenly grace. 
That thus puts each thing in its place. 
(Ten centuries hence shall wear this &oe !) 
So let it be! 
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COME, my poor dog, and eat thy fill; 
Eat thou, in spite of my despair. 
One festive cake I here have still; 

Black bread must be our morrow's fare. 



( 



Tieton bj gnfle, tlms yestoda j 
Inmdii^ strmngas to me spcke — 

^ Strike up a dance !" I woaM not plaj. 
And one of them my TU^in bix^Le. 

It was the Tillage orchestra! 

Xo sports henoefortii, no joroos strain! 
Who now to dance in shade will play! 

Who will awake the loves again! 

When mom arose in smiling pride, 
My yiolin*8 strings, so briskly prest, 

Were wont to tell to youthful bride 
The coming of the spousal guest 

Though curates, holy men, stood by. 
Its music made our dances please; 

The mirth, that from its strings would fly, 
Might to king's brow have giyen ease. 

When, in our glory's day, it rung 
To notes that glory had inspired, 

Ne*er dreamt I it could be unstrung 

By stranger hands, with yengeance fired! 

Come, my poor dog, and eat thy fill; 

Eat thou, in spite of my despair. 
One festive cake I here have still; 

Black bread must be our morrow's fare. 

Beneath the elm, or in the bam. 
Now will the holiday seem long 1 

Can vintage-field or harvest-corn 
Be blessed without an opening song? 
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My violin cheered the toilsome hours — 
It charmed away the poor man's pains; 

Taxes, and storms, and great men's powers. 
Through it, fell harmless on our plains. 

Feelings of hate it set to sleep, 
And bade the tear-drop cease to flow; 

Ah, ne'er did regal sceptre keep 
So sweet a sway ad my poor bow ! 

But these our foes must fly the land ! 

And they have fired me for the fray; 
A musket now shall in my hand 

Eeplace what they have dashed away. 

And should I perish, then, perchance. 
Some kindly friend will one day cry — 

'* He willed not that a foe should dance 
Above our graves in mockery!" 

Come, my poor dog, and eat thy fill;. 

Eat thou, in spite of my despair. 
One festive cake I here have still; 

Black bread must be our morrow's fare. 



^t tail nf tljj €hn nf 3Kniitl{rnt|^ 

C TRAYING on foot at night's dark hour, 
^ I felt the tempest blow. 
And, reaching Montlhery's old tower, 
I sheltered me below. 
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The angry heavens by magic fell 
Themselves beneath our sway. 

Earth laughs when men of sorcerers tell:- 
Our reign hath passed away. 

" Reason doth spirits exorcise;— 

Fly we beyond recall !" 
The voice was silent. surprise ! 

I thought the tower would Ml ! 
All now from their long-loved retreat 

Have fled in swift array, 
And voices from afar repeat — 

" Our reign hath passed away." 



[This lyrle, lo openljr vaA hittseely Nap9leoiiic wt written viacy y«an 
prerionsly to the ftUl of Looti Philippe, and even before Iioai« Sooaperte, 
the " bright young chief** therein alluded to, of conree, had made liifl at- 
tempts at Strasbourg and Boulogne. Though these proved miserable fail* 
ures, the Poet had jndged rightly of the chances of the ftiture, after all, 
since the nephew of the Emperor is now the head, by election, of the French 
Republic.] 

THEY said to us that peace was one with hope, 
And bade us sleep and dream of good to be. 
We slumbered, and in France we gave them scope. 
And charged them with the past's great memory. 
Awake we now, and lay their idol low! 

No more vile perjuries — ^no covenants vain ! 
Rouse we, beneath Areola's flag to go:-*- 
The vengeful eagle soars in air again ! 

Youths ! on a day-^-a day of senseless glee — 
The temple of our laws received a guest 

Who vowed to let the much-moved people see 
A CITIZEN in kingly purple drest. 
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From these brave words wliat firuits were seen to 
flow? 
That man now wears the stranger's shamefdl 
chain! 
Areola's glorious banner to them show: — 
Let the old eagle tower in air again! 

Let us awake, and our victorious chants 

With joy the Emperor's mighty shade shall thrill; 
We shall replace our name 'mong history's vaunts, 

With swelling shouts of " France" and " Honour" 
' still! ^ 
Our martyrs in the Capitol shall lie; 

And the bright sun, when smiling on the fisuie^ 
Shall see Areola's flag above them ny: — 

The vengeful eagle mounts aloft again ! 

From free Helvetia's mountains to our side, 

Comes the bright chief for whom we daily pray; 
Of that vast intellect — a nation's pride — 

His young brow gives us a reflected ray. 
This living symbol of our every right, 

And of the days of France's glorious reign, 
Beneath Areola's flag shall bless our sight: — 

The vengeful eagle soars in air again ! 

Hark to the drum! and hark the cannon's sound! 

Soldiers and citizens, let all arise ! 
In us a great example must be found — 

Heaven calls us to this final enterprise ! 
Freedom, with coronal of triple glow. 

To shield and shade our happy bands shall deign; 
March we Areola's glorious flag below; — 

Let the old eagle soar aloft again I 
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'PHEY will speak of all his glory 
-*• Bound the fire for many a day; 
Lowly hearths will hear his story, 

When all other themes decay. 
Villagers at eve will cry 

To some dame with temples grey, 
" With the tale of times gone by, 

Grandame, while an hour away. 

Though he toiled us sore," they'll say, 
" Yet his name we still revere; 

His fame no time can dim: — 
Of him, good mother, let us hear — 

Oh speak to us of him!" 

" Through this village, children, know, 

King-attended, did he pass; 
Ah, how long it is ago ! 

Newly-wedded then I was. 
Where to look on him I sat. 

Up the hill he made his way. 
Dressed in triple-cornered hat. 

And with riding suit of grey. 

Much abashed I felt that day, 
But.he cried, * Good mom, my dear;' 

* Good mom, my dear,' he cried." 
" Then he spoke, grandame, when near? 

He spoke when by your side?" 

" In another twelvemonth's date, 
Then I saw him once again 
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Walk to Notre-Dame in state, 
Followed by his courtly train. 

Pleasure beamed in every eye, 
All admired the great 'display; 

* Glorious time ! ' was then the cry, 
'Heaven favours him alway!' 
Ah, how sweet his smile that day ! 

Heaven willed that he a sire became — 
One son rejoiced his view!" 

" Oh what a day for you, grandame]! 
How bright a day for you!" 

" When the land of France anon 

Fell a prey to stranger hordes. 
Braving every foe alone, 

Strove he to unloose our cords. 
Scarce a day it seems to me. 

Since a knock came to my door; 
Opening it— good Heavens ! 'twas he I 

With an escort small and poor. 

Where I sit, he sat before; 
Oh, this war!' did he exclaim; 

' Oh, what a war of care !' " 
"Was he seated there, grandame? 

Oh, was he seated there?" 

" Hunger pressed him sore, and I 
Had to give but bread and beer. 

Then his dress he tried to dry, ^ 

And awhile he slumbered here. 

Much I wept; but, when awake, 
He exclaimed, ' Be hopeful still I 

Paris soon shall see me take 
Vengeance fit for France's ill!' 
I have kept, and ever will, 
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Like gem of price, the glass — ^the same 
From which he drank that night." 

" Have you still the glass, grandame? 
Oh give it to our sight ! 

" See it here. But foemen found 

Strength to lay the hero low; 
He whose brows a pope had crowned. 

Sleeps afar where sea-waves flow. 
Long we disbelieved his loss. 

Crying, ' He will re-appear ! 
Soon the ocean he will cross, 

And our foes will find their peer!' 

When the truth became too clear, 
Sore, indeed, was my distress, 

As heavy as the ill !" 
" But, grandame, kind Heaven will bless- 

Will cheer and bless you still!" 



\ 

I 

I 



" C EE, the shepherd's star is shining ! 
*^ Mary, quit thy long day's toil. ' 
" Mother, one we love lies pining. 

Captive on a foreign soil. 
Seized at sea, far, far away. 
He yielded — ^but the last, they say." 

Spin, poor Mary, toil and spin. 
For the captive one afar: 

Spin, poor Mary, toil and spin, 
For the prisoner of war ! 
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^ At your call, I light my kmp. 

Bat, my child, wiiy yet in tears I ** 
'^ Mother, he in dnngeon damp 

Wastes — ^the sport of foemen's jeem. 
Adrian loved me firom a boy; 
His presence filled our home with joy.* 
Spin, kc. 



" Child, for him I too would -spin. 

But I am so old and frail." 
« All I toil for, all I win. 

Goes to him I love and wail. 
To her wedding. Rose in yain 
Invites me — hark! the minstrel's stndn!" 
Spin, Si>c. 

" Child, draw nigh the fire, I pray; 

Chill it grows as day declines." 
" Mother, Adrian, they say, 

In. a floating dungeon pines; 
Strangers, men of cruel mood, 
Repulse his hand stretched out for food."* 
Spin, <kc. 

" Cheerly, daughter ! I of late 

Dreamed that you were Adrian's bride, 
And my dreams, like hests of hJbe, 

In one month are ratified." 
" What ! Before the grass be green. 
Shall my dear warrior here be seen? 

Spin, poor Mary, toil and spin. 
For the captive one afar ! 

Spin, poor Mary, toil and spin, 
Por the prisoner of war ! 
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T>E faithfiil still, thou poor deur coat of mine ! 
^ We, step for step, are both becoming old. , 
Ten years these hands have brushed that nap of 
thine, 

And Socrates did never more, I hold. 
When to fresh tear and wear the time to be 

Shall force thy sore-thinned texture to submit, 
Oppose it with philosophy like me: — 

Mine ancient friend, we must not sunder yet. 

Full well I mind, for I forget not much, 

The day that saw me first in the^ attired. 
My birthday 'twas; and, as a crowning touch 

Unto my pride, my friends thy cut admired. 
Thy seediness, which does me no disgrace. 

Has never caused these kindly friends to flit. 
Each at my fete y€t shows a gladsome fafte: — 

Mine ancient friend, we must not sunder yet. 

A goodly dam I on thy skirts espy, 

And thereby hangs a sweet remembrance still. 
Feigning one eve from fond Lisette to fly. 

She held by thee to baulk my seeming will. 
The tug was followed by a grievous rent. 

And then her side of course I could not quit; 
Two days Lisette on that vast darning spent; — 

Mine ancient friend, we must not sunder yet. 

Have e'er I made thee reek with musky steams. 
Such as your self- admiring fools exhale? 

Have I exposed thee, courting great men's beams, 
To levee mock or antechamber rail? 
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A strife for ribbons all the land of France, 
From side to side, well nigh asunder split; 

From thy lapelle do wild flowers only glance: — 
Mine ancient friend, we must not sunder yet. 

Fear no renewal of those courses vain, 

Those madcap sports which once employed our 
hours — 
Hours of commingled joyfiilness and pain, 

Of sunshine chequered here and there with 
showers. 
I rather ought, methinks, thy faded cloth 

From every future service to acquit; 
But wait awhile — one end will serve us both;— 

Mine ancient friend, we must not sunder yet. 



• €{|j €tti-(0fltlitrrr. 

" A H, husband, I must break thy rest ! 
-^ A harsh, rude agent of the crown 
Is now parading through our town; 
Alas ! the taxes are his quest. 
Husband, bestir thee ! sleep no more; 
The king's tax-gatherer's at the door. 

" Lo ! now the day is broad awake; 

Thou wert not wont to sleep so late. 

Our neighbour's goods were seized for rate, 
Before the morn began to break. 
Husband, bestir thee ! sleep no more; 
The king's tax-gatherer's at the door. 
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" And we have nought ! He's at the gate — 
Hark — ^how the curs do bark and threat ! 
Ask a month's time to pay the debt; 

Ah ! if the king would only wait ! 

Husband, bestir thee ! sleep no more; 

The king's tax-gatherer's at the door. 

" This tax falls sore on us, whose aid — 
With old grandfather in his need. 
And six young helpless things to feed — 

Hangs on my distaff and thy spade. 

Husband, bestir thee ! sleep no more; 

The king's tax-gatherer's at the door. 

" Small are our gains, our labours hard. 

When shall we have a pig for cheer? 

All decent sustenance is so dear; 
And even frwn salt are we debarred. 
Husband, bestir thee ! sleep no more; 
The king's tax-gatherer's at the door. 

" What strength a little wine would bring 
To thee ! But, ah, it sells so high ! 
Yet, to procure a small supply, 

Here, dear one, is my marriage-ring. 

Husband, bestir thee ! sleep no more; 

The king's tax-gatherer's at the door. 

" Thou dreamest, haply, that thy saint 
Doth bring thee riches and repose; 
The rich man nought of taxes knows — 

They cannot make him sick or faint. 

Husband, bestir thee ! sleep no more; 

The king's tax-gatherer's at the door. 
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^ Husband, he's here ! Oh, husband, spemk ! 

Why art thou mute? How pale thra art ! 

And yesterday a pain at heart 
Brought plaints from thee, who art so meek! 
Husband, oh, wake thee ! sleep no more; 
The kin^s tax-gatherer's at the door." 

She calls in vain. His soul hath fled ! 
Death to the labour-wearied seems 
A pillow meet for pleasant dreams. 

For the lone wife let prayers be said. 

Her husband will awiu^e no more. 

Whoever seeks his humble door. 



'PHOU sweet one, so adored by me, 
■*• Whose voice so oft complains. 
That in my love a share with thee 

My country still obtains; 
If politics displease thine ear, 

Though I our wrongs deplore. 
Resume thy wonted smile, my dear, 

111 speak of them no more. 

I well remember by thy side. 

While grieving rival hearts. 
How used I to describe with pride 

Our glory-fostered arts. 
On France, exalted then in sphere, 

Their tributes fell in store; 
Eesume thy wonted smile, my dear, 

I'll speak of them no more. 
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I, who am rallied oft as weak, 

Would cease love-strifes with thee, 
And dare of battle-fields to speak, 

And our warriors bold and free. 
The subject-earth their proud career 

Saw tyrants stoop before; 
Resume thy wonted smile, my dear, 

I'll speak of them no more. 

Though all unwearied of thy chains, 

On freedom would I call. 
And Eome and Athens in my strains 

Oft caused thy mirth to pall; 
Though modem patriots may appear 

All worthless at the core, 
Besume thy wonted smile, my dear, 

rU speak of them no more. 

By France, unrivalled France alone. 

The envy of the world, 
Thy image from my bosom's throne 

Could ever have been hurled. 
But, ah ! for her the fruitless tear 

Have I been doomed to pour; 
Besume thy wonted smile, my dear, 

ril speak of this no more. 

Yes, yes, my soul, the truth is said: — 

Live we obscurely now, 
And all our thoughts, to glory dead. 

To ease and pleasure vow. 
Nations against us leagued appear, 

And Frenchmen sink in gore; 
Besume thy wonted smile, my dear, 

I'll speak of them no more. 



1>£H0LD, mj firienda, Ukis amdl And slender bo^l, 
-^ EasajiDg now of life the troubled aem: — 
How gentle is the passenger afloat I 

Its foremost band of mariners be we. 
Already do the billows bear it hence^ 

Far from the shore it Jiever may regain; 
And, as we see the voyage thus commence, 

FriendSy hail its progress with a cheerlnl strain. 

Already destiny hath swelled the sails. 

And hope a beauteous perspectire prepares. 
With promise, while a starry sky preyails. 

Of tranquil seas and sweet refr^ing airs. 
Fly, birds of eril omen, fly £&r hence ! 

This little bark doih to the Loves pertain; 
And, as we see the voyage thus commence. 

Friends, hail its progress with a cheerful strain. 

Stringing their garlands to the goodly mast, 

Tes! see the Loves take part in this emprise! 
To the chaste Graces offerings have been cast. 

And Friendship at the helm its office plies. 
Bacchus himself his favours doth dispense, 

And summoned Pleasure smiles upon the train; 
As we behold the voyage thus commence. 

Friends, hail its progress with a cheerfiil strain. 

Who Cometh to salute the vessel now I 

Misfortune, blessing Virtue, lo ! draws near, 

And prays that Fate this young one would endow 
With every joy that Virtue merits here. 
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Assured that Heaven will, in their fullest sense, 
Accept these prayers, re-echoed by the main. 

As we behold the voyage thus commence. 

Friends, hail its progress with a cheer^l strain. 
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WHILE the glass goes gaily round, 
And our mirth and songs abound. 
What audacious fly is this, 
Buzzing amid our tones of bliss? 
Tis some god-head, I believe, 
Whom our happiness doth grieve: 
Here, my friends, she must not stay. 
Drive the buzzing pest away. 

Metamorphosed to a fly, 
Friends, I plainly can descry. 
Reason is the gloomy power. 
Envious of this joyous hour. 
Hark ! she murmurs in my ear, 
"Clouds and thunder, fool, are near!" 
Drive the grumbling pest away. 
Here she cannot, shall not stay. 

Hark ! again this Eeason hums, 
"Quiet one like thee becomes: 
Give thy drinking revels o'er, 
Banish love, and sing no more.*' 




Beware 'iie iarr for -ii^ '!2» w^ec I 

And die iino#i — oow aac x fEows ! 
Piwera if Li^v-e. rcreagB -sie iced: 
!>?: id !nei mrhor Mmi. 
Drive tiie pesc aiy ^"saoi^ swxj. 
Hi>re she afaaH noc ziiiibc hoc 



TrnBBph. friends^ o'<r {nmriifcfd gvk! 
In die wine Titytcp Bfld jpik. 
Lr>. ciie foe * ^zwe Iumi fModl 
N'ow. let Joj itfsm be cnmwed. 
Ah : to shake lus pifMrag tibroae. 
One po4!>r ttj soffieed alone. 
Bat our atnM for it sre o'er — 
We need foar the pest no more. 



€lrt <&li MintUtl 



AN humble, aged man am I, 
The minstrel of this hamlet small; 
Tct people wisdom in me spy. 

And I have wine — unmixed — at call. 



Come, and beneath the shade this day 
Haste to unbend yourselves with me; 
' Fa, la, ye villagers, fal, lay, 

Gome, dance beneath my old Oak Tree. 

Yes, dance below my aged oak, 

That stands our village inn before; 
Discord still flits away like smoke. 

Whene'er its boughs are waving o'er. 
How often hath its foliage grey 

Beheld our sires embrace with glee 1 
Fa, la, ye villagers, fial, lay. 

Come, dance beneath my old Oak Tree. 

Pity the baron in his hall. 

Although he be your manor's lord; 
He well may envy you for all 

The quiet ease your plains afford. 
While he is whirled along yon way, 

Cooped in his coach, so sad to see. 
Fa, la, ye villagers, fal, lay. 

Dance ye beneath my old Oak Tree. 

Far from a wish at church to curse 

The man who spurns the church's cares — r 
That Heav'n may kindly bless and nurse 

His crops and vines, send up your prayers. 
Would he to Pleasure homage pay? 

Here let his shrine of incense be: — 
Fa, la, ye villagers, fal, lay, 

Dance all beneath my old Oak Tree, 

When with a feeble, faithless hedge 
Your heritage is circled round. 

Touch never with your sickle's edge 
The grain upon your neighbour's ground. 
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Bat, snre that in a eommg' day 
That heritage your aonis* will be, 
F% la, ye villagers, fel, lay, 

Dtmce ye beneath my old Oak Tree. 

Since peace its balm difixnes o'er 

The ills that fell in clustering throngs 
Oh ! banifth from their homes no more 

The blind ones who have wandered long, 
Becalling — now the skies are gay — 

All whom the tempests tost at sea^ 
P% 1% ye villagers, fStd, lay, 

Dance ye beneath my old Oak Tree. 

Hear, then, yonr minstreUs honest call. 

And haste to seek my oak's broad shade; 
From each let words of pardon fidl. 

Here be yonr kind embraces made. 
And that, horn age to age, we may 

Peace fixed among ns ever see, 
Fa, la, ye villagers, fSed, lay. 

Dance all beneath my old Oak Tree. 



T SAT by the side of my own dear May, 
-^ And drank of the sparkling wine. 
And our talk was of Greece in her elder day, 
When her arts and her arms were divine. 
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When, lo ! at our feet there alighted a dove, 

And a wing-hidden billet it bore: — 
Wert thou sent, faithful bird, on a message of love? 
Taste my cup, and repose from thy long flight above, 

On the breast of my fair Helenore ! 

Though thy pinion now flags with its long weary 
flight, 

Strength and freedom again shall be thine. 
And thy task be fulfilled, whether true lover's plight. 

Or trade be the theme of the line. 
It may be, thou bear'st from the exiles that rove 

Afar on a stranger shore 
The last fond sigh to the land of their love. 
Taste my cup, and repose from thy long flight above, 

On the bosom of lair Helenore ! 



Ha! these letters are traced in the tongue of the 
Greek, 
Which to France thou hast wafted with speed; 
From Athens they come, and of glory should speak, 

So a lover of glory may read. 
Hurrah! Greece is free! brave sounds of de- 
light- 
Does her laurel-tree flourish once more? 
Will her children again be godlike and bright? 
Taste my cup, faithful bird, and repose from thy 
flight. 
On the breast of my own Helenore ! 

Old Athens is free ! Let us drink, love, to Greece, 

And her sons of the demigod race. 
Who, while Europe stood by in inglorious peace, 

Fought their way to their fathers' high place ! 



Tiify itfvc- somoBevL mxmL "pLss^mt <m ItJMiii ilnfl 



jT mil ^uL mrmrg nc 
Task ilt cnji. 'suhl iriciit xrmer in lieirailj 



wTsx tat "SMtsr i^im 






Tftfte jnw cBfL aad rdeme. luibfiil nyvcr of air. 

On tbe Lr«k5i of bit ovt^ H#-3<noi^! 

JjofT^ pflgiim of Hcklfts. repose yd a mliile, 

Then awAT to thj fmod M^uhmg mate; 
Aad again majst tbov bear to of^tfesioft mm)] guile 

A measage of loatliing and luie ! 
Again ma j st tlioii vaft to each tyiant-fiHed throne, 

Till it toctiers and qoakes to its corc^ 
The cries of a people— in frtwdom's dread tone— 
Taste m J cup. £uthfiil dore. for thon aoon most be 
gone. 

From the In^east of the &ir Helenore! 
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€^t (Diit iBIgtOOt 



NIGH where his darling daughter sits and spins, 
The sergeant old relaxes from his toils, 
And, as he rocks her little cradled twins 

With ball-bruised hand, the while he blandly smiles. 
In peace he rests before that humble cot, 

After so many fights his sole repose; 
And oft he says, " Birth but begins our lot; 

Heav'n, dear ones, send your lives a happy close !" 

But, hark ! he hears a drum resounding now, 
And sees pass by afiAr an arm^d train; 

The blood rekindles on his grizzled brow. 
The aged courser feels the spur again. 

But, quickly, sadly changed in mood, he cries, 
"Ah ! thut is not a flag my old eye knows ! 

Should ever you avenge your country's sighs, 
.1 - Heav'n, darliAgs, grant your lives a happy close ! 

" Who will restore to us," the hero says, 

" Upon the Bhine, at Jemappe, or Fleunis, 
Those peasants, our republic's pride and praise, 

YHio to the frontier at her bidding flew? 
Shoeless and breadless, they knew no alarms, 

But marched to fieone, whatever might oppose; 
The Ehine alone new-tempers Gallic arms: — 

Heav'n, darlings, grant your lives a happy close ! 

^ How brightly wont on battle-fields to shine 
Those garbs of blue, the dress by Conquest worn ! 



mil. •SUULft JMDliiBr 



Ut aunr^ ~r: 



•IL 



lueeta. 



^ Jutoffff ^taatl 



-ifl 
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3t ^saaiT ■wiapn^ 



•BL JaSRL if 3 
JL 



X imaiBf JUL :aiMtt ^oak acIL aier «««is &««& niBe: — 



€ti *::it 



Y\OUELiy G OBE ieree, t^ winter ponn 
^ lis 7:k£*f xput «szr rcxofe umI pbdnsL 

TVcir iaiue i#f«i Jkui kraigstnuis. 



Yet find a refuge where they may, 
This ne'er inconBtancy wUl bring:— 

The birds whom winter drives away 
Will come to us again with spring. 

The doom of exile on them falls, 

Yet more than they that doom we mourn: 
From palace and from cottage walls, 

Echo would still their songs return ! 
In some more tranquil land, may they 

To please a happy people sing: — 
The birds whom winter driyes away 

Will come to us again with spring. 

We envy these dear birds their lot. 

Fixed peacefully on that far strand; 
For ev'n now many a cloudy spot 

Warns us of northern storms at hand. 
And happy those who can convey 

Themselves afstr on agile wing ! 
The birds whom winter drives away 

Will come to us again with spring. 

They will bethink them of our pain, 

And come, when flies the storm at last, 
To sit 'neath that old oak again, 

O'er which so many a storm has passed. 
The promise of a better day. 

And stabler, to our vales to bring, 
The birds whom winter drives away 

Will come to us again with spring. 




3£^ r^ixz^ JlnL 




vitkeue: 




O. friends, m phy let me %- 
Bftck to ST duKMy book agauL 

IWr do I wield a 6017^*0 wud. 

And aeu of good mj fimef pleose; 
Bright tropbiei rise at mj oommaiidy 

And ovt of Bgkt go palaoea. 
Wbome'er I labe to tluronesy these I 

Wdl know bj kure akine would reign: 
O, friends, in ^atj Idt me fl j 

BttA to m J dumnejT nook again. 



I Thus fonn I, for my ooimtry*s weal, 

Such T0W8 as Hearen most surely hears; 
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These dreamings do not firom me steal, 
JFor vile to them your world appears. 

My thread, spun on Parnassus high, 
To guard, O may the Muses deign; 

And fnends, for pity let me fly 
Back to my chmmey nook again 1 



€)}i ItDoUimi 

CAPTIVE on the Moorish shoref. 
Bent with chains a warrior lay. 
" Are ye here," he cried, " once more, 

Birds who hate the winter's day? 
Swallows, whom sweet hope pursues 

Hither even across the sea. 
Doubtless ye of France have news— 
Spe&k, oh speak of home to me I 

" Three years have I prayed for ruth 

That some token ye would bear. 
From that vale which saw my youth 

Nursed in dreams so sweet and fair. 
Where a limpid stream winds round 

Many a freshest lilac-tree. 
Ye my cottage home have found — 

Of that vale, oh speak to me ! 

" One of you perchance was bom 
'Neath the eaves of that dear cot! 
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Of the mother there fbrlom^ 

You must then hare mourned the lot. 
Dying, she may hope in vain 

My return each nour to see; 
Then she lists— 4iien weeps agmin — 

Of her lore, oh speak to me ! 

" Is my sister wedded yet 1 

Have you seen a nuptial throng 
Of our village youngsters met, 

Her to praise and bless in song? 
And my youthful comrades — ^they 

Who took arms with me in glee — 
Have they reached their village, sayl 

Of these friends, oh speak to me ! 

'' Ah ! the stranger o'er their graves 

Now may foot it through the vale: — 
Those who fill my hearth he braves. 

Makes my mateless sister wail ! 
Mine no mother may be more ! 

Chains, still chains my lot must be: — 
Swallows of my native shore. 

Speak ye of its woes to me ! " 



€||B ^uxlin Sliigrl 

A S in hospital once a poor fellow lay pent up, 
-^ Lo ! the name of his guardian angel was sent up- 
" Much obliged by your call," said the rogue, " bu 

your highness 
Might as well have retained your original drynessj 
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Counting all, neither fayour I owe you, nor pelf, sir. 
Master angel, good-bye — ^pray take care of yourself, 
sir. 

" In a comer brought forth, on a straw pallet pressbg, 
Pray, was I one of those on whose birth falls a 

blessing?" 
"To be sure," cried the angel: *' my care was most 

striking; 
Wasn't the straw always pleasant and fresh to your 

liking?" 
" Coimting all, little favour I owe you, or pelf, sir, 
And so, guardy, good-bye — ^pray look after yourself, 

sir. 

" A poor outcast in youth, both by place and profes- 
sion, 
Common alms were my whole and my single pos- 
session." 
"And did I not — ^your object to bring you the 

nigher — 
Make you lord of the bags of a mendicant friar?" 
" Counting all, little favour I owe you, or pelf, sir, 
Master angel, good-bye — ^pray take care of yourself, 
sir. 

" When a soldier I was, and 'mid fire and smoke ran od, 
I was robbed of a leg by the whiff of a cannon." 
" Yes," the angel replied, " but that same leg, I tell 

Would have made you, ere now, taste the gout, my 

good fellow." 
" Counting all, little favour I owe you, or pelf, sir. 
And so, guardy, good-bye — ^pray take care of your- 
self sir. 




AwM pgQfc 



bat jovr 



3E^i -BBBfiBEx umf m sne^ w^ASrvvr wish wcdlodL^ 
^ C— ncng mL HaSis wnvr I owe too, or pd^ v, 
^■i an. fnarffv. xfrad-^ye — F'V ^^^ o** o^ jonr- 



As tm aurry 3iiiir$ alk. and dte sfMite's repliciftio^ 
All c&tf baMpical abik» ^xneii in. kwd ^•Trhrartitm 

TboK t&e ■wreirmig PQ^^IK 111 Hll ftlld tW SOgcl n- 



— ^H€«r« 



*^ OwBCiii^ «IL Bfoiiiir &To«r I owe joOy iior pel^ nr, 
W«r^T gvudj, a&ettl — pnj take cue of yovnel^ 
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^ut Jftmh at €a\i{t. 



CBeranger !• often, too often, Binoere to all appearance in bis conTirial 
and amoroQfl efftisionsi bat bere be writes In a spirit of bitter irony. He 
is saSd to have been ever a temperate liver personally, and his green old 
age oonroborates tlie assertion.] 

r\ OOD friends at table, hear what I, 
^ The priest of gaiety, now say. 
From all that gives you trouble fly, 

And choose the smooth and easy way. 
To wealth and grandeur, with their cares. 

Prefer a life of heedless play; 
Thus teach I — I whose very hairs 

Have, through pure wisdom, dropped away. 

Qood friends, desire you to enjoy 

Your moments on this passing scene? 
Drink ! and no more you feel annoy 

From weariness, remorse, or spleen. 
Each draught of wine your flagon bears 

Will mirth for you in store purvey. 
Thus teach I — I whose very hairs 

Have, through pure wisdom, dropped away. 

Gk)od friends, to laugh and tipple well 
Is nought, if love be wanting, still. 

Let beauty charm you with her spell, 
And taste ye of her sweets at will. 



\ 



HtKdlth. vDutlu fiua^« wealth* are poor a&ir% 
Wlxick ikt lier iieet you ought to laj. 

Thutt tiHM;h I — [ whuiio vexy hnirs 
Hiiv«i throu^ pitrt^ wisdom* dropped 



IUmmI itmiids^ of ^kyj, fbw» aiai &te^ 

Such in ch» way to braYe th» blawa. 
Whu tttw9 i^y thus hu» ilat»« 

Of ptuufui t^c» but little know& 
At oo»t^ th«iu i^* ii term uf oiun»^ 

Buy tb» titw^ mpittrtje of a tbkjr. 
Thus tiMtth C — L ^^^bw^ rerr \mrs 

IhkY^^ chruu^jph. pute wisdonv dropped 



>ramii irf tlrr f tptif HimttL 

4 LL uuw t$ aviHr. iutd the crowd is goii»! 
"-^ A (>eupie to hi» dmt bttth. jaiid Farawdil^ 
jLmt tieacelorth tu the :tt«tht of Gcvd ^outt 
The tiMU» uiussfr tiuw, whitth Frtmdship ouus 

Chewc the :«od whii^ :«iks OIL his remiitii^ 
^tT:»m?hmeu» tdas' ve to l»ir^e% him. ^ ! 

V^ ' iud d\%> ^urpM«e oit the ttmii$cter» ^stamimk 
Ttkiit ohoee tu vieme his ptttL*e o£ rest may kaow. 

Jl vribmHU who lomc vour prop :stuod tbrth* 
C ieek ^ Iiouoor uuderttetith bis ptdL 

C ^uvw d\Kf ^jevret ot his modest woctk; 
Juim.. hMttt 4ttd hfMT^ — ^<e pe«ipi» httl hoa dOL 
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A simple tomb, beseeming him away, 

Is the fit tribute by us to be paid. 
A friend now kneeleth by his bed of clay: — 

O ! give the humble minstrel generous aid. 

Well he deserves my cares of heart and hand. 

Twelve years have since that wretched time 
flown by, 
When o'er the ashy ruins of our land 

We met, with spirits wrung in sympathy. 
Still did I sing; Areola's veteran smiled 

To hear old laurels in my lay extolled. 
Oi be to pity by my voice beguiled. 

And let my grief be with a tomb consoled. 

Ambition tainted not his noble life. 

Retired, still dreamt he of a death of fame, 
And watched to hear when France, brought low by 
strife. 

Would rouse her up to call upon his name. 
I should have shared his high contempt of death. 

When privileged upon his arm to lean; 
! give him but a shade to rest beneath; 

Assist the bard in thought of what has been ! 

Against a power which kept from us apart, 

His eloquence was ever prompt in fight; 
It was not like the lightning's straggling dart. 

But shone, in Virtue's hands, a sword of might. 
Foes tore him from the tribune, but he fell 

Into a combined people's outstretched Arms. 
Old hate still lives; aid ye the minstrel well. 

And shield his grave and cold remains from harms. 

Too fickle, ye forgot him once before. 
When to the shade, to seek repose, he hied; 
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But, like a noble skiff cast dry on shore. 
He now maj count on the returning tide. 

Death only came to break the solitude, 
Whither my songs flew still his heart to cheer. 

Thankless four years, O! change the unworthy 
mood. 
And aid the bard to honour now his bier. 

Yes, let a monument attest our woe. 

Assist me, ye for whom I sung and spoke 
I Of Peace and Concord, ev'n when blood might flow — 

Of Hope and Freedom, though we bore the yoke. 
These songs, which highly you were wont to rate, 

Pay now; be none to give their mite afiraid ; 
The fcune of Manuel to consecrate, 

O ! lend the humble bard your generous aid ! 



51 $irt^-hi| ^HDg. 



TTOW, Mary, without risk to both, 
-■-■■ Shall I my love to you present! 
Our judges seem to have sworn an oath 

To construe nothing as 'tis meant. 
Should I but introduce your name. 

Old V. will cry, " There's mischief here; 
The sacred Virgin is the aim — 

At her the writer throws his jeer. 
Ho, there, 

A prison for this guilty pair.** 
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If I should say that music haunts 

And renders sweet your every tone, 
That all our land's heroic chants 

Are to your patriot bosom known: — 
" Ha ! very sly," bright H. will cry, 

'' But tlus will not impose on me. 
To sing of France and heroes ! why. 

The treason's plain as plain can be ! 
Ho, there ! 

A prison for this guilty pair." 

Paint I your bounties given by stealth, 

The tears that you have dried the while. 
Speak I of your abundant wealth. 

That oft has made the poor to smile, 
^' Ha, stop !" the jealous P. will bawl, 

'^ There's someUiing 'neath this generous fuss; 
Besides, to soothe distress at all. 

Is ri^t-down disrespect to us ! 
Ho, there 1 

A prison for this guilty pair!" 

Thus, lest my words be read amiss. 

My loves must be unspoken all, 
For really scarcely dare I this 

The fifteenth day of August call. 
"Fifteenth of August!" R. may say, 

" No Mary do you think upon — 
In naming that particular day. 

You mean to praise Napoleon. 
Ho, there! 

A prison for this guilty pair." 

Since prudence bids me then be dumb, 
I omy send these flowers to you. 



^ 




:lii. 



itrtf n zn CiaiT^. 




^ Te zjecw^-^^aea iz«e& I case ok jcw onee 



I kopie ■» kc^er, if I kiped bdore: 

I fined m dneuns. and eren on Fame inNud muse: 
TIkw vast, pure sky. send down a «™niiig nj^ 
Repeat, jt woodland edkoes, mj adieus! 



* An aDnsion to tbe Tricolor, or r ef uluCi oBMy eoloan. 
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Bird- like, when free within the leafy shade, 

I should have let my strains sound there and die ! 
But, reft of all her greatness, France was made 

Supine beneath a baneful yoke to lie. 
My satire I could not restrain the while; 

To happier ends did Love inspire my muse. 
Sky, vast and pure, deign yet on me to smile, 

Eepeat^ ye woodland echoes, my adieus ! 

Their wrath already my poor bread assails; 

Up to their bar my Mirth they rudely push; 
A saintly mask their vengeful bearing veils; 

Feared they before my probity to blush? 
That God hath not their hearts, their acts betray; 

From false gods spring such persecuting views; 
Thou vast, pure sky, send down a smiling ray, 

Eepeat, ye woodland echoes, my adieus ! 

Beside the tombs if Glory I evoke — 

If for fiamed warriors I have dared to pray — 
Did I against the weal of states one stroke 

Call down, for gold, when Conquest ruled the day] 
Not of the Empire's sun, did I erewhile 

Carol at dawn, while here I dwelt recluse ! 
Sky, vast and pure, deign yet on me to smile, 

Eepeat, ye woodland echoes, my adieus ! 

Let some go on, in hope of humbling me. 

And criticise my verses as inclined; 
My whims in sight of France, chained though she he, 

Through a dark gaol may illustration find. 
I will suspend my lyre before the pile; 

Nor to glance thither may Kenown refuse. 
Thou vast, pure sky, deign yet on me to smile, 

Eepeat, ye woodland echoes, my adieus ! 



1-2 rOZMB. 



I 

f%i»ti.te ^ liWig (miimihI of yor« her heavy woe, 
t.pb ritiliiitttt)» i»b tviuit, Umw uigh my cell! 

Uut now tliu juitur tutuiuouii me to go; 

Vu liuKth •will Hitx'ttmt*, ve meiiU* mnd flowers, 

M\ twaUk iu«: itMiUv. Now, iu hymn mnd Isy, 
l*1%^i>iM tiM^Kk'viik iiM Qo !4>read her views: — 

M^v, ^.kA^b UM 'Hki^ >cini ok>wtt a tuuUing ray, 
^i.^'vaMij .^« '»v^ul)iuu jviio^t^ my adieus! 



^ > .w«M ■ > V u^ Hia :«il !ihtf why, 
, !.^a«» .«»• Lvi* ^ A ruij^ 'tty {^n»ettt state. 

,«&.. J «M* ^MUoaii -ttv^ QifeJ been nought. 
« 1 cjkMMr x-.«k, >^«Hi -ttttrt know.** 



v" . 



ji^)! x>»iM^ wiih green; 
>«««.. iftv 'Amvtw: made." 
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" I was Medor, the cleverest of dogs, 

And of a poor blind man the one fast prop — 
Such as, with teeth-borne bowl, on highways 
jogs, 
And, begging, takes what charity may drop. 
Serving the poor, and skilled the rich to please, 

To make the latter cheer the first I sought; 
And so did good, by prompting good's increase.'' 
Ah ! my soul, just so I thought, , 
Just so I thought, just so I thought. 

" I animated next a beauteous maid. 

And in my sweetest prison joyed me well; 
But all the Loves betook them to blockade 

My home, and strove its quiet to expel. 
From my poor comer, night and day, I saw. 

How, like old siegers, still they stormed and 
fought, 
Contriving flames upon the house to draw." 
Ah ! my soul, just so I thought. 
Just so I thought, just so I thought. 

"On thy mixed tastes, my story may throw 
light: — 
But," said my soul, '' learn also this from me, 
That it was for some evil done in sight 

Of Heaven, that I was sent to gaol in thee. 
Vigils and toils, temptations, slips in shoals — 

Despairs and tears — all ills or felt or wrought-— 
Binder a bard a Tartarus to souls." 

Ah ! my soul, just so I thought. 
Just so I thought, just so I thought. 
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Y\£&FnX what wiidum's Toiee ma j aij, 
-L^ I fMin vcvki gatbcr heaps <if ore. 
And at mj trae4oTe's feet would la j, 

Wzdi jt^iol Lafite. die golden suxe. 
Tben daiilT voold I ntkfr, 

EacL lij^u<t Ti'^h. Adele. of thine: — 
y c^ jcrt of aiTarioe hkre I, 

Box IfVOZKilea b this lore of mine. 

To nkike immortal mT Adele 

Were I vith powers of song in^ired, 
Mr Terse, which sdll on her would dweD, 

SLocld be from age to age admired. 
Thus XLay the fdtnre's memory 

Oar gnren names one day entwine: — 
I hare no wish for £une — not I, 

But boundless is this love of mine. 

If IVoridence would deign to plaee 

My steps upon a kingly throne, 
Ade£t that splendid dream should grace^ 

And all my rights be hers alone. 
To please her more. I willingly 

Would see a court around me shine: — 
Ambition! — ^none of it haTe I, 

But boundless is this love of mine. 

Bat why these Texing Tain desires, 
Since CTcry wish Adele doth crown? 

More happiness true love inspires, 
Than grandeur, riches, or renown. 
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Then, let me on that bliss rely, 

Which Fate can cause not to decline; 

Nor wealth, nor fame, nor rank have I, 
But boundlesd^ boundless love is mine ! 



A FEW SCRAPS FROM THE OLDER POETS OF FRANCE. 



€\it Wnhxtt nl tut 

[From the French of Charles of Orleans, who lived hi the fifteenth 

century.] 

IN sorrow's dark and lonesome grove ] 
I chance to find me on a day. 
And meet the deity of love. 

And hear her ask me of my way; 
I answer, that to make me flee 

To these dark woods fate long since chose. 
And that she well might title me 

A wandering man who knows not where he goes. 

With sweet and condescending smile, 

Keplies she, " Friend, if I but knew 
Wherefore thou sufferest this while, 

I would give willing aid to you. 
I set thee once in pleasure's way, 

Nor know how thou that way didst lose; 
It grieves me now to see thee stray, 

A wandering man who knows not where he goes." 
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"Alas!" said I, " Most sovereign queen, 

The truth that thou must know why tellt 
By death's rude doings have I been 

Deprived of her I loved so well. 
She was my only hope, my guide 

Through life and all its dreary woes; 
Now am I, since she left my side, 

A wandering man who knows not where he goes." 



3fiiiii vi^n ^Dra. 



[Flroin Alain Chartier, a contemporary of ChaneerJ 

f\EL ! fools of fools, and mortal fools, 
" Who prize so much what Fortune gives; 
Say, is there aught man owns or rules 
In this same earth whereon he lives % 
What do his proper rights embrace. 
Save the foir gifts of Nature's grace? 

If from you, then, by Fortune's spite. 
The goods you deem your own be torn, 

No wrong is done the while, but right; 
For you had nought when you were bom> 

Then pass the dark brown hours of night 
No more in dreaming how you may 

Best load your chests with golden freight; 
Crave nought beneath the moon, I pray, 
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From Paris even to Pampelime, 
Saying alone such simple boon 
As needful is for life below. 

Enough if fame your name adorn, 
And you to earth with honour go; 

For you had nought when you were bom. 

When all things were for common use — 

Apples, all blithesome fruits of trees, 
Nuts, honey, and each gum and juice, 

Could then both man and woman. please. 
Strife never vexed these meals of old: — 
Be patient, then, of heat and cold; 
Esteem not Fortune's favours sure; 

And oi her gifts when you are E^om, 
With moderate grief your loss endure; 

For you had nought when you were bom* 

ENVOY. 

If Fortune does you any spite — 

Should even the coat be from you torn — 

IVay, blame her not — ^it is her right; 

For you had nought when you were bom. 



[From Octavian St Gelais.] 

EACH man Hved then in jollity. 
According to his means and state, 
And in his heritage was free 
At will to labour soon or late. 




C& . xbf i!WMi okl ^TB tktt I luiTe seen ! 



Tbm frny one in afe^nurd dhrdt 

Xc bsmi flue ^oHTid. bo iD one felt« 
F<r jnsicif be^ ber swbt in petee. 

Tlif jw«flr ntftfi WK^ a^ »«di eeleemed 
A$ SET Imi oif lidi demesDe; 

Whii: £n;^ «B^ snbi ««r nDeys teemed; 
v^ ! tbe ^iM«d <4d dbjs that I haTe seoi ! 



Tbfinf was no nMd in tliose good days 

I^ qmartifT-ssaster's gnests to lod^ 
Or carrkaKi oar kones Icir fraTs; 

Box to dispmsa^ imhont a grudge, 
And ^are s^x>i dieer — full cupe of wine. 

With slioes d nctt thetst between — 
Wa$ what all men did tb^n incline; 

C^ : tbe good old dajs tbat I baye seen! 

In days of our gviod king that s gone, 

Xo brigands caused us anj dread; 
One went and came at will iJone, 

Dressed well or ill, and no one said, 
" Whence come you ?" or would make demand, 

That what one carried should be seen; 
The ways were safe through all the land; 

Oh! the good old days that I have seen! 

Ah ! you may guess 'twas sweet to sup 
At those round tables on the grass, 

With store of dainty things heaped up 
Before one there in plate or glass; 
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To talk of sweet Margot, and dance 
Beneath the willows on the green; 

No joy could e'er such joys enhance; 
Oh! the good old days that I have seen ! 



[From Qement Marot, one of the old clasdcs of France.] 

^HO could have thought such pleasure would 

' ' arise, 

When ftiendly letters come before one's eyes? 
Though it has been my fortune to behold 
The Golden Legend of the saints of old; 
To read Alain, the noble orator, 
And Lancelot, the, pleasant fabuler; 
Though the Eomance, moreover, of the Bose 
Hath met these eyes; besides Yalere, and those 
Who tell what feats the antique Eomans did; 
Though I full many a noble book have read. 
Yet, dear and ever-honoured lady, none 
Could give to me the joy your lines have done ! 
Grentle and sweet the language of each line, 
Albeit in nowise weakly feminine. 
There do I find a train of fair discourse. 
With, above all, one word, which hath had force 
To chase all sadness, and bid joy* upstart 
Within my breast — one word, which doth impart 
Your leave to name you mistress of my heart ! 
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Oh, happy I, to have a mistress found, 
In whom all charms, with virtue, so abound ! 
Such loy hath given the letter which you wrote; 
Such IS the great contentment it hath brought; 
That I well-omened vouch the pen to be, 
Which charactered that longed-for sheet for me; 
Gracious the hand which wielded it, and sent 
The complete work to be my solacement; 
Happy the messenger who bore the same; 
But, oh ! far happier he to whom it came ! 
And, at its coming, blest was I indeed; 
And still did new and greater joy succeed. 
Till, ah ! one word I read, which gave command 
That flames should have that treasure from my hand I 

Then suddenly did all my pleasure cease. 
Alas, but think how sorely racked my peace 
Of mind then was ! Th' obedience due to you 
Bade me destroy the lines within my view; 
While the deep joy I felt to see them there 
Urged me to guard them with a miser's care. 

When to the fire I forth advanced my hand, 

I could not execute the dire command. 

Once and again I failed in my assay. 

But at the last I forced me to obey; 

And as I did so, " Oh, sweet lines," cried I, 

And kissed them, " from this doom ye cannot fly; 

For better love I to obey and mourn, 

Than taste delight of disobedience bom.'* 

Thus hath what was to me fate's richest boon 

Been turned to dust and ashes — ah, too soon ! 
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T BY my lattice stood alone, 

J- And saw, one morn at break of day, 

Where on my left Aurora shone, 

Pointing the sun his upward way; 
While on my right I could behold 
My mistress comb her locks of ^old. 

So sweet her looks, so bright her eyes. 
That I was forced aloud to say, 

" Eetreat, immortals, to your skies; 
Her beauty must o'er all hold sway." 

As when fair Phcebe on the night 

Pours out her rich and smiling ray, 
And darkling dwells each lesser light, 

Bright only when she is away; 
So did my fair love's looks repress 
The sun, and make his radiance less; 

And he, in anger, grief, and spite. 
Would not to man his face display. 

Whereat I cried, " Sun, thou dost right; 
Her beauty must o'er all hold sway." 

Yet deep the joy I felt at heart, 

When once more shone the god of day I 
Jealous to see him erst depart, 

I deemed him stricken by love's ray. 
And erred I? No; had she been seen 
By mortal, grieved should I have been. 

Ought I not then to fear the gods, 
And, undervaluing them, to say, 

" Ketreat, retreat to your abodes; 
Her beauty must o'er all hold sway." 
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€{iJ (Cntk nut tjiB /di— a SaMi. 

[From the Fables of Habert, a French poet of the sixteenth century.] 

"DEYNARD, roaming through the wood, 
■*■*' Seeking far and near 
For a snack of juicy food. 
Came so nigh his aim at last; 

That bold chanticleer 
Almost in his grasp was cast. 

Trembling from the sudden shock. 

To a tree hard by 
Flew without delay the cock. 
There he muttered, more at ease, 

" Reynard cannot fly 
Surely to such heights as these." 

Reynard heard these words the while; 

And exclaimed — ^that he 
Might the better hide his guile — 
" Heaven preserve my chanticleer ! 

'Twas to seek for thee. 
Dearest friend, that I came here. 

" I have something to disclose. 

Nought of which as yet 
Probably your worship knows. 
Sir, we animals all swore. 

Lately when we met. 
To live friends for evermore. 



Mxr ^rs JBP- i£ 
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"^'J^griw* nAvrimr "»7 ant ly. 
Faii^L T'-ia auxifCw 317 [art. 'texcuL' 



AAtfi I thaak jmi^ from. 1117 best, 

IW«^ f^nr ^jdit 1>egnw t^ rise 

HifHnhiu^ hvt n^k, too^ to the 
WUilt bin i^Une^i^ bere and tikere, 
JUmuA ftn4 rouml, he throws, 
Kfstsptnfi Ktill hsf perch in air. 
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" Sure I hear," he cries, " the howl 

Of a leash of dogs ! 
Through the woods for game they prowl. 
Ho ! friend fox, they near your back ! 

Stop the merry rogues; 
Hail your new friends on their track !** 

" Zounds," says reynard, " they, I doubt. 

Have not yet been told 
What a change has come about I 
I had better quit the place, 

Lest these brutes still hold 
Stupid notions of the chase." 

Off he scoured; the trick, thus played. 

Had sly reynard's ruse 
Bare in all its falseness laid. 
Engines for his safety fitted 

Thus must each one use. 
Who would not be thus outwitted. 
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[From Oliver BasseUn, of the fourteenth century.} 



TTTTTH my back to the fire, and my face to the 
'* board. 

And flagons around me with jolly wine stored, 

It shall not be my fate here below 
Lik« a chick with the pip to dwindle away, 
When my nose ought to boast of a violet ray, 
And my face beat the crimson in glow. 
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When my nose takes a hue, half of red, half of blue, 
I shall then bear the colours my love likes to view; 

Oh ! your wine gives the loveliest glows ! 
There sure is more taste in a bright touch of red, 
With rubies enriched, than in tints pale and dead, 

Like those which your drink-water shows. 

A swill at the spring is commended by all. 
Lest a dropsical fate should my worship befall; 

But I die if I swallow a drop. 
Wanting savour or smack, could I take to a drink ? 
No, surely; nor will any neighbour, I think, 

With a grain of good sense in his top. 

Tis the love of good wine shows a good-natured soul, 
And since the defunct never trowl the brown bowl, 

Lot us drink, as unsure of to-morrow. 

Heroes a healthy then, all round to this company: 

lA^t each one who loves me my follower be, 

And away with all moping and sorrow ! 



flit (Charms nf /at^trUtti. 



[HortcnM B•«ah«^lol^ daoffhter of the EmpreM Joiephine, ud wife of 
U^uU Bonaparto, Mt for a time, it will be remembered, on the throne of 
U\UUnd. $he wes a woman of extraordinary beanty and acoompUihmentis 
and deeply attached to her native France. The 8att)oiiMd Hnei wen 
written by her when about to return to that land after a k»g ezlla] 



100 to SCO my own dear land once more; 
I go to die where first I saw the light ! 
How much your loss, ye cold ones, I deplore. 
In wliotu the thoughts of home no thrill excite! 
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Ye fields, of childhood's joys the teeming scene, 
With hosts of tender recollections sown, 

The twofold charm ye offer us, I ween. 

Of instant joys mixed up with those long gone. 

All here below feel more or less the tie 

That draws us where our infant cradles lay; 

Sweet s3nQapathy, which makes life lightly fly. 
And from the grave takes ev'n its gloom away! 

Wearied with absence, lengthened out too long, 
Of former pleasures I delight to dream; 

My heart revives, and Hope inspires my song. 
And still is home, dear home, the cheering theme. 



€\it ^nttDg Mfii^ Koi tjif /Inmit 



[The following little piece was composed by Chateaubriand on the un- 
timely decease of a friend's daughter.] 



npHE coffin descends ! and a garland of roses, 

-■■ By a father's hand dropped, on its lid reposes. 

To the bridegroom death a dower! 
Earth ! open thy arms, and take to thy bosom 
These twinlings of beauty, cut off in their blossom, 

The fair young maid and the flower! 

Ah, give them not back to this impure dwelling, 
Where sorrow and pain have power of quelling 
The bliss of man in an hour ! 



#. 
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For ofchen. chj peiAn^ <aniioc »ar 1 
Oh, mi^! sheti thj dews &r cheiEr grATe^tnzTs 

Theirli& was ift dbbjrt and a iireec sonuiier : 
The fiur joon:^ maid and the iow«rl 
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It was stated in the Preface to this Volume, that the author 
intended, in an Appendix, to give some idea, as well as leave 
some record, of the proceeds of his own course of Periodical 
writing. The general ends which such a summation, it was 
thought, might tend to serve, formed also the subject of some 
remarks, in connection with others relating to the bearing of 
Modern Periodicalism on the literary mind of the nation at 
large. With respect to personal feelings, it was at the same 
time observed, that parties in the position of the writer eould 
not look back on the time spent in the engagements of po* 
pular journalism, without some regretful emotions, and chiefly 
from a sense of valuable years having been used leas effi- 
ciently than they perhaps might have been, from the very 
nature of the task, as regards either the foundation of solid 
claims to repute or the acquirement of other advantages. 
The literary matter referred to has for the most part exactly 
the character fitted to awaken such impressions, being not 
quite good enough to give the author the consolation of hav- 
ing therein done full justice to his own powers, and yet good 
enough to make him grieve over its entombment — for en- 
tombed it is to him, in all points of view, though it may bo 
often in the hands of the reading public. It is not possible, as 
was observed, to make the world fully understand the feel- 
ings described, without entering into details as to the writ- 
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Parish Boy 

Peroarou, the Bellows-Mender 

Piece of a Handred Sous 

Place and the Marriage 

Pool of the Drowned 

Prisoner of the Grejrfriars 

Process of Madoa Gerard 

BaehelOrme 

Remarkable Spanish Trial 

Repository, the 

Rise «f a Pacha 

Romance in Real Lifis 

Romance of Reality 

Scene In Napole(m*s Life 

Sehmits the Engraver 

Seaman's Tale 

Simple Story 

Steamboat Romance 

Story of an Adventure in the North 

Story of the American Frontier 

Story tmm the Causes Celebres 

Story of Flanders 

Story of the Forty-Five 

Story of the French Revolutioii 

Story of Harriet Shirley 



Story from Herodotus 
Story of Joseph Ridf;e 
Story of tiw Log of Wood 
Story of Newcastle-upon-Tyne 
Story of the Orleans Regency 
Story of a Pyrenean Bandit 
Story of the Pyrenees 
Story of the Runaway Slave 
Story of the Seventeenth Century 
Story of Sir Robert Innes 
Story of Sweden 
Story of a Tear 
Story of Urbain Grandier 
Story of the Vendean Reign of Terror 
Tale of Boulogne 
Tale of the Passions 
Tale of Real Lifia 
Testament, the 

The Mid-Day Signal of the Palais- 
Royal 
The Old Campaigner 
Three Visitors of Bemardin St Pierre 
Tweed, 1'ale of 
Vale of Manor 



These hundred and odd Tales — ahnost as long as the Thou- 
sand and One of Seheherezade — may not possess mueh merit 
or value, possibly; but they suited the purposes for which 
they were composed, and, doing so, they stimulated to no 
attempt to raise them above the required standard. Time, 
indeed, would scarcely have permitted this to be done. They 
formed but a part of the products of the same pen, during the 
same period. Five Hundred Articles, or Essays, of a general 
description, were composed from the date of 1837 to the 
middle of 1842; and to the list may be added from Forty to 
Fifty Biographies, or Biographical Sketches, all being pub- 
lished in the Journal mentioned. To say that these papers 
were of a varied description, is not to describe their compo- 
site character sufficiently. But the tasks of the same date ex- 
tended further, and, when looked at now, appear not free from 
a tinge of heterogeneousness. An Edition of '' Paley's Natural 
Theology," to which Notes were attached, and in which the 
Text was brought up to the advanced state of Science at the 
present day, constituted another labour of the writer in the 
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dayH in quvHtion; and his name was prefixed to the work 
when it appeared. A half-yolume of some considerable ex- 
tent, upon ** (trook History," came likewise from his pen; 
and othor works besides, as '* Quctelet on Man/' and the ** In- 
formation for the People,*' occupied a share of tune and at- 
tention. 

Those literary labours the author feels no disposition, H 
may be supposed, to view disparagingly, yet they do not give 
much satisfaction in the retrospect, as has been obsenred. 
The distraction of the mind fi*om stable indiTidual efforts 
oonsequent on such occupations must infallibly okose regret, 
especially where some literary (and above all poetic) am- 
biti(m exists. To mere leisure-moments is left the prodnetion 
of those works with which the name is actually and openly to 
bo associated. The present writer, for example, had dra- 
matic aspirations; and a five«act Play, entitled ** The Conde's 
Wife/' was written, and produced on the Edinburgh Stage. 
But, though by no means disapproved of by the public, and 
oven termed by Mr W. II. Murray *' an Oasis in the desert " 
of pieces presented to him in his Managerial capacity, it has, 
at least in the author*s eyes, some of the faults of all leisure- 
hour compositions. As Wordsworth truly says, the Muss is 
a jealous mistress, and will bo contented with no divided 
homage. 

Since tho writer has recorded so much regarding the past, 
lot him also observe that, in later days, he has still remained 
attached to the labours uf Periodioalism — chiefly, perhaps, 
from having grown inured to desultory and discursive modes 
of thinking and writin;^. The majority of his later Essays — and 
they have been numerous — have been contributed to '* Hogg's 
Instructor." A long and not inelaborate work on the *' Clans 
of Scotland " completes the roll, or, at least, is the only other 
published performance of the author meriting notice here. 
Newspaper essays are but intended for the hour, and with 
the hour lose necessarily much of tlieir interest. 
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Though, in this his first endeavour to collect the scattered 
poetical efforts of past days, the author has felt a wish to 
leave some account of his productions collectively, he has 
also endeavoured to extract a moral from the sentiments 
with which the retrospect has impressed him. Periodicalism 
is a great feature of the literature of the age, and the multi- 
tudes whom it attracts into its walks would do well to thi4k 
seriously ere they rest upon it solely as a source of either a fair 
sahcdstente or reputation. The few who connect its occupa- 
tion with business carry off all the prizes in the lottery. 
Genius of the first class will indeed usually force success there 
or anywhere; but the more moderately gifted, though they 
foresee it not in their fresh and ardent youth, will too often 
find, after the lapse of long years, that, in following Periodi- 
ealism exclusively, they have not pursued the course most 
likely to eventuate (as say the Americans) to their perfect 
well-being in life. 
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